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ADVERTISEMENT 



TO THE 



READER. 



iO thofe who attend to ifie difpofoiori and capacities 
cf young people, the obfervafion mufi frequently occur, 
that they receive with more eafe' and plepjure, and 
art aifo more durably impreJJcJ. wit'% tii falutary 
prtcepts of morality and religion, when conveyed to 
them in harmonious numbers, than in fimple profe. 
Unhappily, however, for the rifing generation, whofe 
virtuous education is of the firft importance to the 
well-being of fociety, few, very fexv, are the Poems 
or poetical pieces, which are fo perfectly chafte in 
txprejfton, and fo unexceptionable infentiment, as to 
he fit for parents to put into the hands of their tender 
offspring. 



ADVERTISEMENT TO THE 



The worthy * per/on who, conformably to t 
practical benevolence that marked her conducl in li 
felefted the Pieces that fill the following /beets, fi 
quently regretted that young people, and efpecic 
thoft of her tnvn fex, and religious perfuafion (u 
are under greater rejlriclions in the reading of poe 
cal productions than mofl others), jhould be debar 
the privilege of filling up a leifure hour, with pL 
fure and benefit to themfelves, for want of fuel 
feleclion of pieces in verfe, as /night tend to fecure 
purity and innocence of their fentiments and conv 
fatten, and at the fame time enlarge the fund of tl 
ideate .. 

She accKdingJy^pprppriateU a part of her ti 
which wai'n^ojlly-'jdivoud'to the dif charge ofthefo 
and fen^^V duties -of lifsi in making this Colleclion 
pieces i which Y* "is fxped tvill be acceptable to m 
readers. 

Jfter thus briefly adverting to the motive • 
led to 9 and the purpofe intended by, the prefent p. 
cation, it will not be deemed improper to addrt 
few words to thefe, for whofe improvement and i 
cent pleafure it was intended. 

* The late Rachel Barclay, wife of David Barclay, ±hc 
vngfbury, ia Hcrlfordfture. 



READER. V 



.^.A^itt the choice of your companions, it is neceffary 
favfe th$ greateji caution, fo the choice of books Jhould 
be made with the moft fcrupulous regard to the ufeful 
information they contain, and the purity of the prin- 
ciples they inculcate : for it is a lamentable truths 
that the mafs of moral evil introduced into fociety y from 
age to age, by the poifonous influence of bad company 
And bad books, on the minds of young people, is greater 
than can be calculated. What a happy change then 
mouldy in the fpace of a few years, be effieflcd in the 
Jlate offociety 3 if the minds of the rifmg generatim 
were duly impreffed with correct notions of their 
moral and religious duties! And though true and 
practical religion has no neceffary affinity to gloomincfs 
t find aufterity^ yet may you never forget that, as 
\ffpiouJhefs is the foil of Virtue, fo purity of fentimetit 
\.and redfitude of principle are indifpenflbly neceffary 
^togive growth and vigour to that cdeflud rod. 
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POEMS. 



RESIGNATION. 



iHOU Pow'r Supreme ! by whofe command I live, 
The grateful tribute of my praife receive : 
To thy indulgence I my being owe, 
And all the joys which from that being flow! 
Scarce eighteen funs have form'd the rolling year, 
And run their deftin'd courfes round this fphere, 
Since thou my undiftinguifh'd form furvey'd, 
Among the lifelefs heaps of matter laid : 
Thy fkill my elemental clay refin'd, 
The vagrant particles in order join'd : 
With perfe& fymmetry compos'd the whole, 
And ftampt thy /acred image on xay fo\&\ 

A 



.2 POEMS. 

A foul fufceptible of endlefs joy, 
Whofc frame nor force nor time can e'er deftroy.j 
Which (hall furvivc, when Nature claims my breath 
And bid defiance to the darts of death 5 
To realms of blifs, with a&ive freedom foar, 
And live when earth and Ikies {hall be no more. 
Author of Life ! in vain my tongue eflays, 
For tfcis immortal gift to fpeak thy praife \ 
How fhall my heart its grateful fenfe reveal. 
Where all the energy of words muft fail ? 
O may its influence in my life appear, 
And ev'ry a&ion prove my thanks fincere I 
Grant me> great God, a heart to thee inclined : 
Increafe my faith, and reftify^my mind : 
Teach me betimes, to tread thy {acred ways, 
And to thy fervice consecrate my days. 
.Still as thro* life's perplexing maze I ftray, 
Be thou the guiding Star to mark my way ; 
Conduct the fteps of my unguarded youth, 
And point their motions to the paths of truth. 
Proteft me by thy providential care, 
And warn my foul to {hun the tempter's fnare* 
Thro* all the {hifting fcenes of varied life, 
In calms of eafe, or ruffling ftorms of grief ;, 
Thro* each event of this inconftant ftate, 
Preferve my temper equal and fedate. 
Give me a mind that nobly can defpife 
v The tow defigns and little arts t of V\ce* 
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Be my religion fuch as taught by Thee, 

Alike from pride and fuperftition free. 

Triform my judgment, regulate my will ; 

My reafon ftrengthen, and my paffions ftill. 

To gain thy favour be my firft great end, 

And to that fcope may ev'ry a&ion tend. 

Amidft the pleafures of a profp'rous ftate, 

Whofe flatt'ring charms th* untutor'd heart elate, 

May I refle& to whom thefe gifts I owe, 

And blefs the bounteous hand from whence they fioty 

Or if an adverfe fortune be my (hare, 

Let not its terrors tempt me to defpair ; 

But fixt on Thee, a fteady faith maintain, 

And own all good, which thy decrees ordain y 

On thy unfailing providence depend, 

The beft Protestor, and the fureft Friend ! 

Thus on life's ftage may I my part fuftain ; 

And at my exit thy applaufes gain. 

When thy pale Herald fummons me away, 

Support me in that dread cataftrophe. 

In that laft conflict guard me from alarms, 

And take my foul expiring to thy arms. 
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POEMS, 



TO A FRIEND. 



STILL may this morn with faireft luftre rife, 
And find thee ftill more happy and more wife : 
The fmiling year with fome new pleafure crowrtfr 
And add fome virtue to the paft unknown ; 
E'en that, whofe future progrefs fhould deface 
The tranfient pride of each external grace j 
Survey the foul more beauteous, young, and gay, • 
And cheerful to the lateft natal day, 
Which gilds the ruins of declining age, 
And lights it fafely to its fartheft ftage : 
Where rofes blufli, and foft-winged zephyrs plajr, 
Thro' pleafure's walks if youth unbounded ft ray; 
Enjoy each produft of the vernal hour, 
Seize ev'ry green, and rifle ev'ry flow'r ; 
Tho' with each fmiling hue the garland bloom, 
And fortune add her variegated plume, 
How foon, alas ! the gay fantaftic wreath, 
Muft wither on the pallid brow of death ! 
Its languid fweets iri mournful clufl: be laid, 
And all its unreviving colours fade ! 
Thus the falfe forms of vanity defcend, 
And in the gloom of long oblivion end ; 
Unreal, phantoms^ empty, void of ^ovj't^ 
Borne on the fleeting pinions of auYvour-* 



)efert, in death) the difappointed mind, 
for leave a trace of happinefs behind ! 
) bleft with talents fitted to obtain, 
Vhat wild unthinking folly feeks in vain i 
To whom, peculiarly indulgent Heav'n, 
The nobleft means of happinefs has giv'n, 
•'rom joys unfixt, that in poffeffion die ; 
r rom falfehood's path, my dear Narcissa, fly. 
iee Faith, with fteady light, direct the road, 
That leads unerring to the fov'reign good : 
iee Virtue's hand immortal joys beftow> 
That ever new in fair fucceffion blow ; 
*Ior dread, fecure of undecaying bloom, 
The ineffectual winter of the tomb, 
iuch fure rewards the happy choice attend, 
? orm'd on our nature's origin and end. 
Hire, from th' eternal fource of being, came 
That ray divine that lights the human frame t 
if et oft, forgetful of its heav'nly birth, 
t finks, obfcur'd, beneath the weight of earth ; 
vlechanick pow'rs retard its flight, and hence 
The ftorms of pafiion, and the clouds of fenfe. 
Tis life's great tafk their influence to controul, 
Vnd keep the native fplendour of the foul, 
?rom falfe defires, which wild opinion frames, 
?rom raging folly's inconfiftent fchemes ; 
To guard it fafe, by thofe unerring, \2cws* 
7wrre-u/2ife it to its firft. gr^a\C*ufe* 
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To this bright mark may all thy a£tions tend, 
And Heav'n fucceed the wilhes of a friend ! 
Whofe faithful love dire£ts its tender cares, 
Beyond the flight of momentary years : 
Beyond the grave, where vulgar paffions end, 
To future worlds its nobler views extend ; 
Which foon fuch imperfection muft remove. 
And ev'ry charm of friendfhip {hall improve. 
Till then, the Mufe eflays the tuneful art, 
To fix her moral leflbn on thy heart ; 
Illume thy foul with Virtue's brighteft flame, 
And point it to that Heav'n from whence it came. 



AN EVENING REFLECTION. 

WHILE night, in folemn (hade, inverts the pole, 
And calm refle&ion fooths the penfive foul ; 
While reafon, undifturb'd, aflerts her fway, 
And life's deceitful colours fade away — 
To Thee, all-confcious Presence I I devote 
This peaceful interval of fober thought. 
Here all my better faculties confine, 
And be this hour of facred filence thine. 
/£ by the day's illufive fcenes milled, 
My erring foul from Virtue's paths has ftratf &, 



POEMS, 

Snar'd by example, or by paffion warm'd, 
Some falfe delight my giddy fenfe has cbarm'd : 
My calmer thoughts the wretched choice reprove. 
And my beft hopes are centered in thy love. 
Deprived of this, can life one joy afford ! 
Its utmoft boaft, a vain unmeaning word. 

But, ah ! how oft my lawlefs paffions rove, 
And break thofe awful precepts I approve ! , 
Purfue the fatal impulfe I abhor, 
And violate the virtue I adore ( 
Oft when thy better Spirit's guardian care, 
Warn'd my fond foul to fhun the tempting fnare, 
My ftubborn will his gentle aid repreft, 
And check'd the rifing goodnefs in my breaft j 
Mad with vain hopes, or urg'd by falfe defires, 
StilPd his foft voice, and quench'd his facred fires, 
With grief oppreft, and proftrate in the duft, 
Should'ft thou condemn, I own the fentence jufh 
But oh ! thy fofter titles let me claim, 
And plead my caufe by Mercy's gentle name — 
Mercy, that wipes the penitential tear, 
And diffipates the horrors of defpair ; 
From rig'rous juftice fteals the vengeful hour, 
Softens the dreadful attribute of pow'r, 
Difarms the wrath of an offended God, 
And feals my pardon in a Sav\out'*\i\os^«- 



8 POCMS. 

All-pow'rful grace, exert thy gentle fway, 
And teach my rebel paffions to obey, 
Left lurking folly, with infidious art. 
Regain my volatile inconftant heart. 
Shall every high refolve devotion frames, 
Be only lifeiefs founds and fpecious names ? 
Oh ! rather while thy hopes and fears controul, 
In this ftill hour, each motion of my foul, 
Secure its fafety by a fudden doom, 
And be the foft retreat of fleep my tomb : 
Calm let me (lumber in that dark repofe, 
'Till the laft morn its orient beam difclofe j 
Then when die great Archangel's potent found 
Shall echo thro' creation's ample round, 
Wak'd from the fleep of death, with joy furvey 
The op'ning fplendours of eternal day. 



ON THE DEATH OF A YOUTH. 

HOW vain the joys that human pride- elate, 
Dependent on the flighteft chance of fate ! 
Here all the flatt'ring hopes of youthful bloom, 
Untimely Wafted, wither in the tomb. 

Grac'd with each merit, years like his could boaft> 
Too foon difcover'd, as too early \6& •. 



*OEM& 

s by ev'ry pleafing art to prove, 
dearing tendernefs of filial love, 
guided ftill by Nature's gentleft voice, 
d him for that Heav'n he now enjoys, 
not grief pronounce that doom unjuft, 
lays a parent's faireft hopes in duft ; 
vely objefl of thefe felfifti tears, 
'ry joy of life without its cares j 
1 the world difplayM its firft beft fight, 
uch'd his infant fenfes with delight, 
more, alas ! had added years to give ? 
; for virtue is alone to live : 
bat that virtue, but with painful art, 
jck the ftrong emotions of the heart : 
rdra forms of folly to fubdue, 
rive with paflions which he never knew. 
i, which the doubtful conflict kindly fpar'd, 
ut the toil, beftow'd the bright reward : 
gently call'd him from his guiltlefs play, 
os'd his eyes to wake in endlefs day. 
ief fubmit to Pow'r all good and wife, 
eld the fpotleft vi&im to the ikies. 
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OK A WATCH. 



WHILE this gay toy attrafls thy fight, 

Thy reafon let it warn ; 
And feize, my dear, that rapid time, 

That never muft return. 

If idly loft, no art or care 

The bleffing can reftore : 
And Heav'n exads a ftri& account 

For ev'ry mif-fpent hour. 

Short is our longeft day of life, 
And foon its profpe£ts end : 

Yet on that day's uncertain date 
Eternal years depend. 

Yet equal to our being's aim 

The (pace to virtue giv'n : 
And ev'ry minute well improv'd 

Secures an age in Heav'n. 



■ v. 
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TO — — . 

THE midnight Moon ferenely (miles 

O'er Nature's foft repofe : 
No low'ring cloud obfeures the (ky, 

Nor ruffling tempeft blows. 

Now ev'ry paffion finks to reft ; 

The throbbing heart lies ftill : 
And varying fchemes of life no more 

DiftraS the lab'ring will. 

In filence hufh'd to Reafon's voice, 
Attends each mental pow'r : 

Come, dear Emilia, and enjoy, 
Reflection's fav'rite hour. 

Come, while the peaceful fcene invites, 
Let's fearch this ample round, 

Where (hall the lovely fleeting form 
Of happinefs be found ? 

Does it amidft the frolick mirth 

Of gay aflemblies dwell ? 
Or hide beneath the folemn gloom, 

That fhades the \k«m\\!% w&\ 



ii tfbfcMs; 

How oft the laughing brow of joy 
A fick'ning heart conceals ! 

And thro' the cloifter's deep recefs, 
Invading forrow fteals* 

In vain thro 9 beauty, fortune, wit, 
The fugitive we trace : 

It dwells not in the faithlefs fraile, 
That brightens Clodio's face. 

Perhaps the joy to thefe deny'd, 
The heart in rriendfhip finds : 

Ah ! dear Delufion ! gay conceit 
Of vifionary minds ! 

Howe'er our varying notions rove, 

Yet all agree in one, 
To place its being in fome ftate, 

At diftance from our own. 

O blind to each indulgent aim, 
Of pow'r fupremely wife, 

Who fancy happinefs in ought 
The hand of Heav'n denies ! 

Vain is alike the joy we feek, 
And vain what we poflefe, 



POEM*. 1} 



Unlets harmonious Reafon tunes 
The paffions into peace. 

To tempered wiflies, juft defires, 
Is happinefs confin'd j 

And deaf to folly's call, attends 
The mufick of die mind. 



TO 



HOW fweet die calm of this fequefter'd (hore, 
Where ebbing waters mufically roll j 

And folitude and filent eve reftore 

The philofophick temper of the foul. 

The fighing gale, whofe murmurs lull to reft 

The bufy tumult of declining day, 
To fympathetick quiet fooths the breaft 

And ev'ry wild emotion dies away. 

farewell the obje&s of diurnal care, 

Your tafk be ended with the fetting fun ; 

Let all be undifturb'd vacation here^ 

While o'er yon wave a£caod& iSaa ^»k.*^ \bsgs 
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What beauteous vifions o'er the foften'd heart, 

. In this ftill moment all their charms diffufe \ 
Serener joys and brighter hopes impart. 

And cheer the foul with more than mortal view 

Here, faithful Mem'ry wakens all her pow'rs, 
She bids her fair ideal forms afcend, 

And quick to ev'ry gladden'd thought reftores, 
The focial virtue, and the abfent friend. 

Come , come and with me (hare, 

The fober pleafures of this folemn fcene ; 

While no rude tempeft clouds the ruffled air, 
But all, like thee, is fmiling and ferene. 

Come, while the cool, the folitary hours, 

Each fooliih care and giddy wifh controul, 

With all thy foft perfuafion's wonted pow'rs, 
Beyond the ftars tranfport mylift'ning foul. 

Oft, when on earth detain'd by empty fhew, 

Thy voice has taught the trifler how to rife ; 

Taught her to look with fcorn on things below, 
And feek her better portion in the ikies. 

Come : and the facred eloquence repeat : 

The world fhall vanHh at ks gettta Wt&» 
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Angelic forms (hall vifit this retreat, 

And op'ning Heav'n diffufe its glories round. 



ODE. 

WITH reftlefs agitations toft, 
And low immers'd in woes, 

When (hall my wild diftemper'd thoughts 
Regain their loft repofe ? 

Beneath the deep oppreffive gloom, 

My languid fpirits fade : 
And all the drooping pow'rs of life 

Decline to Death's cold {hade. 

Thou ! the Wretched's fure retreat, 
Thefe tortur'ing cares controul, 

And with the cheerful fmile of peace* 
Revive my feinting foul* 

Did ever thy relenting ear 

The humble plea difdain ; 
Qr when did plaintive mis'ry figh, 

Or /iipplicate in vain ? 



POEMS* 

)ppreft with grief and fhame, diflblv'd 

In penitential tears, 
Thy goodnefs calms our reftlefs doubts, 
And diffipates our fears. 

New life, from thy refrefliing grace, 
Our finking hearts receive ; 

Thy gentle, beft lov'd, attribute 
To pity and forgive. 

From that bleft fource propitious hope. 

Appears ferenely bright, 
And {beds her foft diffufive beam, 

O'er forrow's difinal night. 

Difpers'd by her fuperior force, 
The fullen fhades retire ; 

Andop'ning beams of new-born joy, 
The confcious foul infpire. 

My griefs confefs her vital pow'r, 
And blefs the friendly ray ; 

Fair phofphor to the fmiling morn, 
Ofeverlafting day. 



POEMS. 17 



TO 



AH ! why, with reftlefs anxious fearch, explore* 
Thro' diftant realms 3 the progrefs of difeafe ? 

In ev'ry clime, with like deftru&ive pow'r, 
The hand of Death his haplefs prey fhall feize. 

Not more remote, where genial Suns arife, 
And healthful airs o'er fragrant bloflbms play, 

Than where the putrid vapour blafts the fkies, 
And fpreads infe&ion o'er the lurid day. 

Where fprightly youth and blooming beauty /port, 
He joins the chorus, and partakes the fhow > 

And where the graces and the loves refort, 
Amidft their rofes, twines his cyprefs bough 

J The bowl he fnatches from ungovern'd *oy 3 
Where riot calls, a quick, rapacious gueft : 

(And, flowly fure his lurking arts deftroy 
The folitary Hermit's frugal feaft. 

| To what bleft realm can trembling fear retire, 
Unconfcious of his univerfal fway ? 
Then -why with anxious fru\t\efe fefcicN\\tw^\^ 
Who foil, or laft, muft. fa\\ V\s 4^M ^ V*^ 



ifc* POEMS. 

Yes : one bleft realm (hall grant a fafe retreat, 
One faithful guide the living way fupply : 

To his direction let the foul fubmit, 

And calmly yield to Death whate'ercan die. 



TO 



WHERE are thofe hours, on rofy pinions born* 
Which brought to ev'ry guiklefs wifh fuccefs ; 

When pleafure gladden'd each returning morn, 
And ev'ry ev'ning clos'd in calms of peace ? 

How fmil'd each object, when, by friendship led 
Thro* Uow'ry paths we wander'd unconfin'd, 

Enjoy'd each airy hill, or folemn {hade, 
And left the buttling empty world behind ? 

With philofophic focial fenfe furvey'd, 

The noonday Iky in brighter colours (hone $ 

And fofter o'er the dewy landfcape play'd 
The peaceful radiance of the filent moon. 

Thofe hours are vanifh'd with the changing year. 
And dark December clouds the Suvcvm^t fcw 



roEiis;. r? 

Perhaps, alas ! for ever vanifh'd here, 
No more to blefs diftinguiQTd life again. 

Yet not like thofe by thoughtlefs folly drown'd 
In black oblivion's fallen ftagnant deep, 

Where, never more to pafs their fated bound, 
The ruins of negle&ed being fteep. 

But lading traces mark the happier hours, 

Which a&ive zeal in life's great tafk employs ;. 

Which fcience from the wafte of time fecures, 
Or various fancy gratefully enjoys, 

O ftill be ours to each improvement giv'n, 
Which friendlhip doubly to the heart endears, 

Thofe hours, when banilh'd hence, (hall fly to Heav'n, 
And claim the promife of eternal years. 



TO 



SAY, dear Emilia, what untry'd delight, 
Has earth, or air, or ocean, to beftow, 
That checks thy a&ive (pint's ik>\>\« 9C\^cfc> 
And bounds it's narrow view to fc^ftwViMt^ 
B 2. 



20 POEMS. 

Is life thy paffion ? Let it not depend, 

On fluttering pulfes, and a fleeting breath i 

In fad defpair, the fruitlefs wifh muft end, 
That feeks it, in the gloomy range of Death. 

This World! deceitful idol of thy foul, 

Is all devoted to his tyrant pow'r : 
To form his prey the genial planets roll 5 

To fpeed his conquefts flies the rapid hour. 

This verdant earth, thefe fair furrounding fkies, 
Are all the Triumphs of his wafteful reign : 

'Tis but to fet, the brighteft funs arife ; 

'Tis but to wither, blooms the flow'ry plain. 

'Tis but to die, Mortality was born ; 

Nor ftruggling Folly breaks the dread decree. 
Then ceafe the common deftiny to mourn, 

Nor wifh thy Nature's laws revers'd for thee. 

The fun that fets, again (hall gild the fkies ; 

The faded plain reviving flow'rs fhall grace : 
But hopelefs fall, no more on earth to rife, 

The tranfitory forms of human race. 

No more on earth : but fee beyond the gloom, 
Where thethort reign of Time axADe^coupst* 1 



POEMS. 31 

Vi&orious o'er the ravage of the tomb, 
Smiles the fair obje& of thy fond deiires* 

The feed of life below imperfefl lies ; 

To Virtue's hand it's cultivation giv'n, 
Form'd by her care the beauteous plant (hall rife, 

And flourifh with unfading bloom in Heav'n. 



WHEN all thy mercies, O my God, 

My rifing foul furveys, 
Tranfported with the view, I'm loft 

In wonder, love, and praife. 

O how (hall words with equal warmth 

The gratitude declare, 
That glows within my ravifiVd heart ? 

But Thou canft read it there. 

Thy providence my life fuftain'd, 

And all my wants redreft, 
When in the filent womb 1 lay* 
And hung upon the btea&u 



To all my weak complaints and cries, 
Thy mercy lent an ear, 
- Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 
To form themfelves in pray'r. 

TJnnumber'd comforts to my foul, 
Thy tender care beftow'd : 

Before my infant heart conceiv'd 

From whom thofe comforts flow'd* 

When in the flippVy paths of youth, 
With heedlefs fteps, I ran, 

Thine arm unfeen convey'd me fafe, 
And led me up to Man* 

Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths, 

It gently clear'd my way 5 
And through the pleafing fhares of vice, 

More to be fear'd than they* 

When wora with ficknefs, oft haft Thou, 
With health renew'd my face : 

And when in fins and forrows funk, 
Reviv'd my foal with Grace. 

Thy bounteous hand with woridly bUfe> 
Has made my cup run o'er % . 
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And in a kind and faithful friend, 
Has doubled all my ftpre. 

Ten thousand thoufaitd precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ ; 

Nor is the leaft, a chearful heart, 
That taftes thofe gifts with joy* 

Through every period of my life* 
Thy goodnefs Til purfuej 

And aftej Death, in diftant worlds, 
The glorious theme reneyr. 

When Nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 

My ever grateful heart, O Lord ! 
Thy mercy (hall adore. 

Through, all eternity to Thee, 

A. joyful fang I'll raife ! 
For oh ! Eternity's too fhort 

To utter all thy praife. 
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A HYMN. 



HOW are thy fervants bleft, O Lord ! 

How fure is their defence I 
Eternal Wifdom is their guide, 

Their help, omnipotence* 

In foreign realms and lands remote* 

Supported by thy care,. 
Thro* burning clhnes I pafs'd unhurt,. 

And breath'd in tainted air* 

Thy mercy fweeten'd ev'ry foil,. 

Made ev'ry region pleafe : 
The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd, 

And fmooth'd the Tyrrhene feas. 

Think, O my foul ! devoutly think, 

How with affrighted eyes, 
Thou faw'ft the wide extended deep, 

In all its horrors rife ! 

Confufion dwelt in ev*ry face, 
And fear in ev'ry heart ; 
When waves on waves, and gal^hs on ^ulghs. 
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Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord) 

Thy mercy fet me free, 
Whilft in the confidence of prayV, 

My foul took hold on thee*. 

For tho' in dreadful whirls we hung, 
High on the broken wave, 

I knew thou wert not flow to hear, 
Nor impotent to lave. 

The ftorm was laid,, the winds retir'd, 

Obedient to thy will ; 
The fea that roar'd at thy command, 

At thy command was ftilL 

In midft of dangers, fears,, and death* 
Thy goodnefs Fll adore, 

And praife thee for thy mercies paft, 
And humbly hope for more* 

My life, if thou preferv'ft my life, 

Thy facrifice fhall be ; 
And death, if death muft be my doom,, 

Shall join my foul to Thee* 
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A HYMN. 

WHEN rifing from the bed of Death, 
Overwhelmed with guilt and fear* 

I fee my Maker face to face, 
O how (hall I appear ! 

If yet, while pardon may be found, 
And mercy may be fought, 

My heart with inward horror {brinks, 
And trembles at the thought. 

When thou, O Lord, (halt ftand difclos'd 

In Majefty fevere j 
And fit in judgment on my foul, 

O how (hall I appear ! 

But thou haft told the troubled mind, 
Who does her fins lament, 

The timely tribute of her tears, 
Shall endiefs wo prevent. 

Then fee the forrows of my heart, 

Ere yet it be too late ; 
And hear my Saviour's dying groaus* 
To give thofe forrows wei^t- 



pas Ms. 27 



For never (hall my foul defpair, 
Her pardon to procure, 

Who knows thy only Son has dy'd, 
To make her pardon Aire. 



PARAPHRASE ON PART OF THE I9TH PSALM* 

THE fpacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue ethereal fky, 
And fpangled heav'ns, a {hining frame, 
Their great original proclaim : 
TV unwearied Sun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's power difplay, 
And publifhes to every land, 
The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening (hades prevail, 
The Moon takes up the wond'rous tale, 
And nightly to the lift'ning earth 
Repeats the ftory of her birth : 
Whilft all the ftars that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And ipread the truth from poU \o ^Vu 
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What though, in folemn filence, all 
Move round the dark terreftrial ball ! 
What tho' nor real voice nor found, 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ! 
In Reafon's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice. 
For— ever finging as they fhine, 
The hand that made us is Divine ? 



PSALM XXIII. 



THE Lord my pafture fhall prepare* 
And feed me with a fhepherd's care : 
His prefence (hall my wants fupply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noonday walks he (hall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

When in the fultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thh-fty mountain pant ; 
To fertile vales, and dewy meads, 
My weary wand'ring fteps he leads ; 
Where peaceful rivers, foft and ftovr* 
Amid the verdant landflrip flow. 
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Tho* in the paths of Death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overfpread, 
My ftedfaft heart (hall fear no til, 
For thou, O Lord, art with me ftill ; 
Thy friendly crook fhall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful {hade* 

Tho* in a bare and rugged way, 
Through devious lonely wilds I ftray, 
Thy bounty {hall my pains beguile : 
The barren wildernefs {hall fmile, 
With fudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And ftreams {hall murmur all around. 
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WHEN Ifrael freed from Pharaoh's hand, 
Left the proud tyrant and his land, 
The tribes with chearful homage own 
Their King j and Judah was his throne. 

Acrofs the deep their journey lay, 
The deep divides to make them way ; 
The ftreams of Jordan faw, and fted.. 
With backward current, to tW\r \vs?A, 
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The mountains fbook like frighted fheep, 
Like lambs the little hillocks leap ; 
Not Sinai on her bafe could ftand, 
Confcious of Sovereign power at hand. 

What pow'r could make the deep divide ? 
Make Jordan backward roll his tide ? 
Why did ye leap, ye little hills ? 
And whence the fright that Sinai feels ? 

Let ev'ry mountain,, ev'ry flood 
Retire,, and know th' approaching God, 
The King of Ifrael : fee him here : 
Tremble thou Earth, adore and fear. 

He thunders and all nature mourns •, 
The rock to ftanding pools he turns ; 
Flints fpring with fountains at his word,. 
And fires and feas confefs their Lord. 
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ODE ON SOLITUDE- 



HAPPY the man, whofe wifh and care y 

A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air, 

In his own grounds 

Whofe herds with milk, whofe fields with bread,. 

Whofe flocks fupply him with attire y 
Whofe trees in fummer yield him {hade, 
In winter, fire. 

Bleft who can unconcern 'dly find,. 

Hours, days, and years, Aide foft away* 
In health of body,, peace of mind ; 

Quiet by day,. 

Sound deep by night, ftudy and eafe y 

Together mix'd : fweet recreation, 

And innocence whkh moft does pleafe, 

With meditation. 

Thus let me live, unfeen, unknown ; 

Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the world, and not a &OTtt % 
Tell vrti«fcY\\fc. 
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MESSIAH. 



YE nymphs of Solyma ! begin the fong* 
To heav'nly themes, fublimer drains belong * 
The mofly fountains, and the Sylvan (hades, 
The dreams of Pindus, and th' Aonian maids. 
Delight no more — O thou my voice infpire ! 
Who touch'd Ifaiah's hallow'd lips with fire ! 

Rapt into fature times the bard begun, 
A virgin fhall conceive, a virgin bear a fon ! 
From Jefle's root, behold a branch arife, 
Whofe facred flow'r with fragrance fills the flriei 
Th' ethereal fpirit o'er its leaves (hall move, 
And on its top defcends the myftic dove. 
Ye heav'ns ! from high the dewy ne&ar pour, 
And in fort filence fhed the kindly (how'r ! 
The fick and weak, the healing plant (hall aid ; 
From ftorms a (belter, and from heat a (hade : 
All crimes (hall ceafe, and ancient fraud (hall fei 
Returning Juftice lift aloft her fcale ; 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 
And white rob'd innocence from Heav'n defcen< 
Swift fly the-years, and rife th' expected morn I 
O/pring to light au/picious babe •, be Y>ora\ 
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nature haftes her earlieft wreaths to bring, 
th all the incenfe of the breathing fpring : 
lofty Lebanon his head advance - 3 
: nodding forefts on the mountains dance : 
: fpicy clouds from lowly Sharon rife, 
d Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the flcies ! 
rk ! a glad voice the lonely defart chears ! 
:pare the way! a God, a God, appears ! 
[rod, a God ! the vocal hills reply ; 
e rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity, 
earth receives him from the bending fkies, 
k down ye mountains, and ye vallies rife : 
ith heads declin'd ye cedars homage pay : 
fmooth ye rocks : ye rapid floods give way. 
e Saviour comes, by ancient bards foretold, 
ar him, ye deaf, and all ye blind, behold ! 
from thick films (hall purge the vifual ray, 
d on the fightlefs eye-ball pour the day. 
is he th' obftruSed paths of found mall clear, 
d bid new mufic charm th' unfolding ear. 
e dumb (hall fing, the lame his crutch forego* 
d leap exulting like the bounding roe. 
> figh, no murmur, the wide world (hall hear, 
)m ev'ry face he wipes ofFev'ry tear. 
adamantine chains (hall death be boutvA, 
'hell's grim tyrant feel th* etenra\ n*out&\ 
c 
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As the good fhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks frefheft pafture, and the pureft air ; 
Explores the loft, the wandering fiieep directs, 
By day o'erfces them, and by night protects ; 
The tender lambs he raifes in his arms, 
Feeds from his hand, and in his bofpm warms y 
Thus (hall mankind his guardian care engage, 
The promis'd father of the future age. 
No more fhall nation againft nation rife, 
Nor ardent warriors meet, with hateful eyes ; 
Nor fields with gleaming fteel be cover'd o'er ; 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; 
But ufelefs lances into fcythes fliall bend, 
And the broad faulchion in a ploughfhare end. 
Then palaces fhall rife 5 the joyful fon 
Shall finifli what his fhort-liv'd fire begun ; 
Their vines a fhadow to their race fliall yield, 
And the fame hand that fow'd, fliall reap the fieli 
The fwain in barren defarts, with furprize, 
Sees lillies fpring, and fudden verdure rife j 
And ftarts, amidft the thirfty wilds, to hear 
New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 
On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 
The green reed trembles, and the bulrufh nods* 
Wafte fandy valleys, once perplex'd with thorn y 
The fp]ry fir and lhapely box adorn : 
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To leaflefs fhrubs the fiow'ring palms fucceed, 
And od'rous myrtle to the noifome weed. 
The lambs with wolves (hall graze the verdant mead. 
And boys in flowery bands the tyger lead ; 
The fteer and lion at one crib {hall meet ; 
And harmlefe ferpents lick the Pilgrim's feet. 
The foiling infant in his hand fhall take 
The.crcfted baiiliik and fpeckled (hake, 
Pleas'd the green luftre of the fcales furvey, 
And with their forky tongue (hall innocently play. 
Rife, crown'd with light, imperial Salem rife ! 
Exalt thy tow'ry head and lift thy eyes ! 
See a long race thy fpacious courts adorn : 
See future fons, and daughters yet unborn, 
In crouding ranks on ev'ry fide arife, 
Demanding life, impatient for the fkies ! 
See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend : # 
See thy bright altars throng'd with proftrate kings, 
And heap'd with produces of Sabaan fprings* 
For thee Idurne's fpicy forefts blow, 
And feeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 
See Heav'n its fparkling portals wide difplay, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 
No more the rifing Sun (hall gild the morn, 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her ftlvst \vwcy \ 
c % 
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But loft, diflblv'd in thy fuperior rays, 
One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze, 
Ofcrflow thy courts : the light himfelf fhall fhinc 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 
The feas fhall wafte, the fkies in finoke decay, 
Rocks fall to duft, and mountains melt away ; 
But fix'd his word, his faving pow'r remains : 
Thy realm for ever lafts, thy own Mefliah reign* 



THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 

FATHER of all ! in ev'ry age, 

In ev'ry clime ador'd, 
By Saint, by Savage, and by Sage, 
. Jehovah, Jove, or Lord ! 

Thou great firft caufe, lead underftood, 
Who all my fenfe confin'd, 

To know but this, that thou art good, 
And that myfelf am blind ; 

Yet gave me in this dark eftate, 
To fee the good from ill *, 
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And binding Nature faft in fate, 
Left free the human will. 

What confcience dictates to be done, 

Or warns me not to do, 
This teach me more than hell to fhun, 

That, more than Heav'n purfue. 

What bleffings thy free bounty gives, 

Let me not caft away ; 
For God is paid when man receives : 

T' enjoy is to obey. 

Yet not to Earth's contracted fpan, 

Thy goodnefs let me bound : 
Or think Thee Lord alone of Man, 

When thoufand worlds are round ! 

Let not this weak, unknowing hand, 

Prefume thy bolts to throw ; 
And deal damnation round the land, 

On each I judge thy foe ! 

If I am right, thy grace impart 

Still in the right to flay : 
If I am wrong, oh teach trrj YvssxX. 

To find that tattex Vf^j • { 
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Save me alike from foolifh pride, 
Or impious difcontent ; 

At aught thy wifdom has deny'd, 
Or aught thy goodnefs lent* 

Teach me to feel another's woe, 
To hide the fault I fee : 

That mercy I to others mow, 
That mercy fhew to me. 

Mean tho' I am, not wholly fo : 

Since quicken'd by thy breath : 

Oh lead me wherefoe'er I go, 

Thro* this day's life or death. 

This day be bread, and peace, my lot 
All elfe beneath the Sun, 

Thou know'ft if beft beftow'd or not; 
And let thy will be done ! 

To Thee, whofe Temple is all fpace, 
Whofe Altar, earth, fea, flries, 

One chorus let all beings raife : 
All Nature's incenfe rife 1 
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A HYMN TO CONTENTMENT. 

LOVELY, laftirig peace of mind! 
Sweet delight of human kind ! 
Heav'nly born, &nd bred on high, 
To crowh the rav'rites of the fky ; 
With more of happinefs below, 
Than viflors in a triumph know ! 
Whither, O thither art thou fled, 
To lay thy meek, contented head ? 
What happy region doft thou pleafe, 
To make the feat of calms and eafe ? 

Ambition fearches all its fphere 
Of pomp, and ftate, to meet thee there* 
Increafing avarice would find, 
Thy prefence in its gold inflirin'd. 
The bold advent' rer ploughs his way, 
Through rocks amidft the foaming fea, 
To gain thy love j and then perceives 
Thou wert not in the rocks and waves. 
The filent heart which grief aflails, 
Treads foft, and lonefome, o'er the vales, 
•Sees daifies open, rivers run, 
And fetks (as I have vauuy tara.^ 
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Amufing thought j but learns to know 
That folitude's the nurfe of woe. 
No real happinefs is found 

ijjji In trailing purple o'er the ground, 

$; Or, in a foul exalted high, 



If' 



i *v To range the circuit of the fky, 

>mM Converfe with ftars above, and know, 
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All nature in its forms below : 
The reft it feeks, in feeking dies ; 
And doubts at laft, for knowledge rife. 

Lovely, lafting peace, appear ! 
This world itfelf, if thou art here, 
Is once again with Eden bleft, 
And man contains it in his breaft. 
'Twas thus as under fliade I ftood, 
I fung my wifhes to the wood j 
And, loft in thought, no more perceivM 
The branches whifper, as they wav'd : 
It feeoi'd as all the quiet place, 
Confefs'd the prefence of the grace, 
When thus fhe fpoke— »" Go rule thy will, 
Bid thy wild paffions all be ftill ; 
Know God — and bring thy heart to know> 
The joys which from Religion flow ; 
Then ev'ry grace fhall prove its gueft, 
Anj rjj fc fa r( > to/rown ihe rsft ". 
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O ! by yonder mofly feat, 
In my hours of fweet retreat, 
Might I thus my foul employ, 
With fenfe of gratitude and joy, 
Rais'd as ancient prophets were, 
In heavenly vifion, praife, and pray'r> 
Pleafing all men, hurting none, 
Pleas'd, and bleft, with God alone; 
Then while the gardens take my fight, 
With all the colours of delight ; 
While filver waters glide along, 
To pleafe my ear, and court my fong ; 
I'll lift my voice, and tune my firing, 
And thee, great Source of Nature, fing ! 

The Sun that walks his airy way, 
To light the world, and give the day ; 
The moon that fhines with borrow'd light ; 
The ftars, that gild the gloomy night ; 
The feas, that roll unnumber'd waves ; 
The wood, that fpreads its fhady leaves ; 
The field, whofe ears conceal the grain, 
The yellow treafure of the plain ; 
All of thefe, and all I fee, 
Should be fung, and fung by me : 
They /peak their Maker as t\ve^ cm> 
But mat, and alk, the toivgas ot rawu 
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Go fearch among your idle dreams, 
Your bufy or your vain Extremes ; 
And find a life of equal blifs, 
Or own the next begun in this. 



THE SHfePHERD AND THE PHILOSOPHER. 

REMOTE from cities liv'd a fwain* 
Unvex'd with all the c$re& of gain ; 
His head was filver'd o'er with age, 
And long experience made him fage ; 
In fummer's heat, and winter's cold, 
He fed his flock, and penn'd the fold ; 
His hours in chearful labor flew, 
Nor envy nor ambition knew ; 
His wifdom, and his honeft feme, 
Through all the country rais'd his name. 

A deep Philofopher (whofe rules 
Of moral life were drawn from fchools) 
The Shepherd's homely cottage fought, 
And thus explored his reach of thought : 
Whence is thy learning ? Hath tty toil 
O'er books confuaVd the mvfoV^vt ov\\ 
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Haft thou old Greece, and Rome, furvey*d, 
And the vaft fenfe of Plato weighed ? 
Hath Socrates thy foul refin'd ; 
And h&ft thou fathom'd Tully's mind ? 
Or, like the wife Ulyffes, thrown, 
By various fates, on realms unknown, 
Haft thou through many cities ftray'd, 
Their cuftoms, laws, and manners, weighed ? 

The Shepherd modeftly reply'd j 
I ne'er the paths of learning try'd ; 
Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts, 
To read mankind, their laws, and arts ; 
For man is pra&is'd in difguife, 

He cheats the moft dtfcermng eyes. 
* * * * * 

The little knowledge I have gain'd, 
Was all from fimple nature drain'd -, 
Hence my life's maxims took their rife j 
Hence grew my fettled hate to vice. 

The daily labors of the bee, 
Awake my foul to induftry* 
Who can obferve the careful ant, 
And not provide for future want ? 
My dog (the truftieft of his kind} 
IQPith gratitude inflames my tmrvd; 
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I mark his true, his faithful way, 
And in my fervice copy Tray. 
In conftancy, and nuptial love, 
I learn my duty from the Dove. * 

The Hen who from the chilly air, 
With pious wings prote&s her care ; 
And ev'ry fowl that flies at large, 
Inftru&s me in a parent's charge. 
From nature too I took my rule, 
To fliun contempt and ridicule. 
I never with important air, 
In converfation overbear. 
Can grave and formal pafs for wife, 
>. When men the folemn Owl defpife ? 
My tongue within my lips I rein ; 
For who talks much, muft talk in vain. 
We from the wordy torrent fly ; 
Who liftens to the chatt'ring Pye ? 
Nor would I, with felonious flight, 
By ftealth invade my neighbour's right ; 
Rapacious animals we hate ; 
Kites, hawks, and wolves, deferve their fat 
Do not we juft abhorrence find, 
Againft the toad, and ferpent kind : 
But envy, calumny, and (pite, 
Bear Wronger venom in their Vrte. 
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Thus ev'ry objeft of creation, 
Can furnifh hints to contemplation ; 
And from the moft minute and mean, 
A virtuous mind can morals glean. 

Thy fame is juft, the (age replies ; 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wife. 
Pride often guides the author's pen ; 
Books affe&ed are as men : 
But he who ftudies Nature's laws, 
From certain truth his maxims draws ; 
And thofe, without our fchools, fuffice, 
To make men moral, good, and wife. 



MORNING HYMN. 



THESE are thy glorious works, parent of good ! 
Almighty ! thine this univerfal frame, 
Thus wond'rous fair : thyfelf how wond'rous then J 
Unfp^akable ! who fit'ft above thefe heav'ns, 
To us invifibje, or dimly feen 
In thefe thy loweft works ; yet thefe declare 
Thy goodnefs beyond thought^ axvd ^oV\ &<vc&% 
Sfi&kyp who beft can tell, ys fons oiiXx^pk* 
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Angels ! for ye behold him, and with fongs, 
And choral fymphonies, day without night, 
Circle his throne rejoicing : Ye in Heav'n, 
On earth, join all ye creatures, to extol 
Him firft, him laft, him midft> and without end ! 
Faireft of ftars, laft ia the train of night, 
If better thou belong not to the dawn, 
Sure pledge of day, that crown'ft the fmiling morn 
With thy bright circlet, praife him in thy fphere^ 
While day arifes ; that fateet hour of prime. 
Thou Sun, of this great world both eye and foul, 
Acknowledge htm thy greater ; found his praife 
In thy eternal courfe, both when thou climb'ft 
And when high noon haft gain'd, and when thou falPft. 
Moon ! that now meet'ft the orient Sun, now fly'ft 
With the fix'd ftars, fix'd in their orb that flies ; 
And ye five other wand'ring fires ! that move 
In myftic dance, not without fong, refound 
His praife, who out of darknefs calPd up light ; 
Air, and ye elements, the eldeft birth 
Of Nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix, 
And nourifh all things : let your ceafelefs change 
Vary to our great Maker ftill new praife. 
Ye mifts, and exaltations ! that now rife 
From hi)), or fteaming lake, dufey oc gray, 
~~77/ the Sun paint your fleecy (kirts yiyxJci %<A&> 
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honour to the world's great author rife ; 

hether to deck with clouds th* uncolour'd fky > 

r wet the thirfty earth with falling fhow'rs, 

fing, or falling, ftill advance his praife. } 

is praife, ye winds ! that from four quarters blow, 

reathe foft, or loud : and wave your tops* ye gijws ! 

f ith ev'ry plant, in fign of worfhip wa.ve» 

ountains ! and ye that warble, as ye flow, 

telodious murmurs, warbling tune his praife. 

>in voices all ye living fouls ! Ye birds* 

'hat finging up to Heaven gate afcend, 

ear on your wings, and in your notes, his prajfs ! 

"e that in waters glide, and ye that walk 

^he earth, and irately tread* or Igwly creep ! 

Vitnefs if I be filent, morn or ev'n, 

To hill, or valley, fountain, or frefli (hade, 

tfade vocal by my fong, and taught his praife ! 

iail, univerfal Lord, be bounteous ftill 

To give us only good : and if the night 

Have gather'd aught of evil, or conceal'd, 

^ifperfe it, as now light difpels the dark ! 



«■ 
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THE FIRE SIDE. . 

DEAR Chloe, while the bufy crowd, 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud, 

In Folly's maze advance ; 
Though Angularity and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we'll ftep afide> 

Nor join the giddy dance. 

From the gay world we'll oft retire, 
To our own family and fire, 

Where love our hours employs ; 
No noify neighbour enters here, 
No intermeddling ftranger near, 

To fpoil our heart-felt joys. 

If folid happinefs we prize, 
Within our breaft this jewel lies ; 

And they are fools who roam : 
The world has nothing to beftow, 
From our ownfelves our joys muft flow* 

And that dear hut our home. 
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Of reft was Noah's dove bereft, 
When, with impatient wings, lhe left 

That fafe retreat, the ark ; 
Giving her vain excurfion o'er, 
The difappointed bird once more 

Explor'd the facred bark. 

Though fools fpurn Hymen's gentle pow'rs, 
We, who improve his golden hours, 

By fweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly underftood, 
Gives to the tender, and the good, 

A paradife below. 

Our babes (hall richeft comforts bring ; 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a fpring, 

Whence pleafures ever rife : 
We'll form their minds with ftudious care, 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 

And train them for the fkies. 

While they our wifeft hours engage, 
They'll joy our youth, fupport our age, 

And crown our hoary hairs : 
They'll grow in virtue every day> 
And thus our fondeft loves repay* 
And rccompence our cpres* . 
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No borrowed joys ! they're all our own, 
While to the world we live unknown, 

Or by the world forgot ; 
Monarchs f we envy not your ftate, 
We look with pity on the great, 

And blefs our humbler lot. 






Our portion h not large indeed y 
But then bow little do we need ? 

For Nature's calls are few : 
Jn this the art of living lies, Q 

To want, no more than may fuffice, ^ 

And make that tittle do. 

We'll therefore relifh with content* 
Whate'er kind Providence has fent, 

Nor aim beyond our power i 
For if our ftock be very finall, 
*Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 

Nor lofe the prefent hour* 

To be refign'd when ills betide, 
Patient when favours are deny'd, 

And pleas'd with favours giv'n r 
£)ear Chloe, this is WiftJom^s part, 
This is that incenfe of the hearty - \ 

Whofe fragrance tnwcUs to>»V*V * 
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e'U afk no long, protracted treat, 
ince winter life is feldom fweet) 

But when our feaft is o'er, 
rateful from table we'll arife, 
or grudge our fons, with envious eyes, 

The relics of our (tore. 

bus hand in hand, through life we'll go, 
; checker'd paths of joy and woe 

With cautious fteps we'll tread : 
jit its vain fcenes without a tear, 
r ithout a trouble, or a fear, 

And mingle with the dead. 

Tiile Confcience, like a faithful friend, 
all through the gloomy vale attend, 

And cheer our dying breath ; 
all, when all other comforts ceafe, 
ke a kind angel whifper peace, 

And fmooth the bed of death ! 



i 
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THE GOLDFINCHES. 



TO you, whofe groves protect the feather'd quires, 
Who lend their artlefs notes a willing ear, 

To you, whom pity moves, and tafte infpires, 
The Doric ftrain belongs : O Shenfton hear ! 



"©" 



'Twas gentle (pring, when all the tuneful race, 
By Nature taught, in nuptial leagues combine : 

A Goldfinch joy'd to meet the warm embrace, 
And hearts, and fortunes, with her mate to jofn. 

Through Nature's fpacious walks at large they ranged, 
No fettled haunts, no fix'd abode, their aim ; 

As chance or fancy led their path, they chang'd ; 
Themfelves, in every vary'd fcene, the fame. 

'Till on a day to weighty cares refign'd, 
With mutual choice alternate, they agreed 

On rambling thoughts no more to turn their mind, 
But fettle foberly, and raife a breed. 

All in a garden, on a currant-bufh, 

With wond'rous art they built their waving feat: 
o the next orchard liv'd a frieit&Vf &tufi&* 
Vor diiiant far, a woo&btW* fo& itw*% 
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Here bleft with eafe, and in each other bleft, 
With early fongs they wak'd the fprightly groves ; 

Till time matur'd their blifs, and crown'd their neft 
With infant pledges of their faithful loves. 

And now what tranfport glow'd, in either's eye ! 

What equal fondnefs dealt th'. allotted food ! 
What joy each other's likenefs to defcry, 

And future fonnets, in the chirping brood ! 

But ah ! what earthly happinefs can laft ? 

How does the faireft purpofe often fail ? 
A truant fchool-boy's wantonnefs could blaft 

Their rifing hopes* and leave them both to wail. 

The moft ungentle of his tribe was he : 
No gen'rous precept ever touch'd his heart : 

With concords falfe, and hideous profody, 

He fcrawl'd his tafk, and blunder'd o'er his part. 

On barb'rous plunder bent, with favage eye 

He mark'd where wrapt in down the younglings lay ; 

Then rufhing feiz'd the wretched family, 
And bore them in his impious hands away. 

But how fhall I relate in numbers rude^ 
The pangs for poor. Chryfonuxxvs te&w&\ 
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When from a aeighb'ring fpray, aghaft, ihe view'd 
The lavage ruffian's inaufpicious deed ! 

So wrapt in grief fome heart-ftruck matron (lands, 
While horrid flames furround her children's room, 

On heav'n (he calls, and wrings her trembling hands, 
Conftrain'd to fee, but not prevent their doom ! 

O grief of griefs ! with flmeking voice lhe cry'd, 
What fight is this, that I have liv'd to fee ? 

O ! that I had a maiden-goldfinch died, 

From love's felfe joys, and bitter forrows free ! 

Was it for this, alas ! with weary bill ! 

Was it for this, I pois'd th' unwieldy ftraw ? 
For this I pick'd the mofs from yonder hill, 

Nor fhun'd the pond'rous chat along to draw ? 

Was it for this, I cull'd the wool with care ; 

And ftrove with all my (kill our work to crown ? 
For this with pain I bent the ftubborn hair, 

And lin'd our cradle with the thiftle's down ? 

Was it for this, my freedom I refign'd, 

And ceas'd to rove from beauteous plain to plain $ 
For this. I fat at home, whole days confin'd, 
And bore the /torching heat, anA ^?X\tv^ to»\ 
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Tas it for this, my watchful eyes grow dim ? 
The crimfon rofes on my cheek turn pale ? 
lie is my golden plumage, once fo trim, 
And all my wonted (pints 'gin to fail. 

> plund'rer vile ! O more than weefel fell ! ' 
More treach'rous than the cat with prudifh face ! 

[ore fierce than Kites, with whom the furies dwell ! 
More pilf 'ring than the Cuckoo's prowling race* 

or thee may plumb, or goofb'ry, never grow* 
Nor juicy currant cool thy clammy throat : 

ut bloody birch-twigs work thee fhameful Woe : 
Nor ever Goldfinch cheer thee with her note* 

'hus fang the mournful bird, her piteous tale, 
The piteous tale her mournful mate returned ; 

'hen fide by fide they fought the diftant vale, 
And there, in filent ladnefs, inly mourn'd* 
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THE VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES. 



1 
I 






LET obfervation, with extenfive view, 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru ; J 

Remark each anxious toil, each eager ftrife, 
And watch the bufy fcenes of crowded life ; 
Then fay, how hope, and fear, defire, and hate, 
O'erfpread with fnares the clouded maze of fate. 
Where wav'ring man, betray'd by vent'rous pride 
To tread the dreary paths, without a guide, "y 

As treach'rous phantoms in the mi ft delude, 
Shuns fancied ills, or chafes airy good. 
How rarely reafon guides the ftubborn choice, 
Rules the bold hand, or prompts the fuppliant voice 
How nations fink, by darling fchemes opprefs'd, 
"When vengeance liftens to the fool's requeft ! 
Fate wings with every wifli th* affii&ive dart, 
Each gift of nature, and each grace of art; 
With fetal heat impetuous courage glows, 
With fatal, fweetnefs, elocution flows ; 
Impeachment ftops the fpeaker's pow'rful breath, 
And reftlefs fire precipitates on death. 

But fcarce obferv'd, the knowing mi. ta&\M&&* 
M in the gen'ral maflacre of go\d % . 
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ide wafting peft, that rages unconfin'd, 
id crowds with crimes the records of mankind ! 
►r gold, his fword the hireling ruffian draws ; 
)r gold, the hireling judge diftorts the laws ; 
ealth, heap'd on wealth, nor truth nor (afety buys ; 
he dangers gather, as the treafures rife. 

Let hift'ry tell, where rival kings command, 
id dubious title {hakes the madded land ; 
hen ftatutes glean the refufe of the fword, 
)w much more fafe the vaflal than the lord ! 
>w fculks the hind beneath the rage of pow'r, 
id leaves the wealthy traitor in the tow'r, 
ltouch'd his cottage, and his (lumbers found, 
lough confifcation's vultures hover round. 

The needy traveller, ferene and gay, 

alks the wild heath, and lings his toil away. 

>es envy feize thee ? Crufli th' upbraiding joy, 

:reafe his riches, and his peace deftroy. 

iw fears in dire viciffitude invade, 

le ruffling brake alarms, and quiv'ring ihade ; 

>r light, .nor darknefs, bring his pain relief; 

le (hews the plunder, and one hides the thief. . 

?t (till one general cry the fkies affails, 

id gain and grandeur load the tainted gales. 

w know the toiling Statefo\ai\'s feax ot <ax*i 

? iaGdious rival, and the gaping Yvfcvu 
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Once more, Democritus, arife on earth 
Wkh chearful wifdom, and inftru&ive mirth, 
See motley life in modern trappings drefs'd, 
And feed with varied fools th' eternal jeft .: 
Thou who couldft laugh, where want enchain'd 

caprice, 
Toil crufh'd conceit, and man was of a piece ; 
Where wealth unlov'd, without a mourner dy'd, 
And fcarce a fycophant was fed by pride ; 
Where ne'er was known the form of mock debate, 
Or feen a new made Mayor's unwieldy ftate ; 
Where change of fav'rites, made no change of laws } 
And fenates heard before they judg'd a caufe ; 
How wouldft thou (hake at Britain's modifh tribe, 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe ? 
Attentive, Truth and Nature to defcry, 
And pierce each fcene with philofophic eye, 
To thee were folemn toys or empty (hew, 
The* robes of pleafure and the veils of woe : 
All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain, 
Whofe joys are caufelefs, and whofe griefs are vain. 
Such was the (corn that fill'd the fage's mind, 
Renew'd at every glance on human kind : 
How juft that fcorn ere yet thy voice declare ; 
Search every ftate, and canvafs every pray'r. 

Uhvumber'd fuppliants crowd prefacm^* ^yt* 
Athirtl for wealth, and burning to \>s s«!* m . 
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Delufive Fortune hears th' inceflant call ; 

They mount, they (bine, evaporate, and fall* 

On every ftage the foes of peace attend : 

Sate clogs their flight, and infult mocks their end. 

Love ends with Hope, the finking Statefeman's door 

?ours in the morning- worfhipper no more : 

For growing names, the weekly fcribbler lies. 

To growing wealth the dedicator flies. 

From every room defcends the painted face, 

That fiung the bright Palladium of the place* 

Vnd fmoak'd in kitchens, or in au&ions ibid, 

To better features yields the frame of gold: 

r or now no more we trace in every line 

heroic worth, benevolence divine ; 

The form diftorted juftifies the fall, 

Vnd deteftation rids th 9 indignant wall. 

But will not Britain hear the laft appeal, 
iign her foe's doom, or guard her fev'rite's zeal ? 
Through Freedom's fons no more remonftrance rings 
Degrading nobles, and controlling kings : 
Our fupple tribes reprefs their patriot throats, 
\nd afk no queftions, but the price of votes ; 
kVith weekly libels and feptennial ale, 
Their wilh is full to riot, and to rail. 

In full-blown dignity, fee Wo\fc^ ftaxA* 
iik in his voice, and fortune \uYfts\»x& • 
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To him the church, die realm, their pow'rsconfign; 
Through him the rays of regal bounty fhine. 
Still to new heights his reftlefs wifhes tow'r, 
Claim leads to claim, and pow'r advances pow'r ; 
'Till conqucft unratified ceas'd to pleafe, 
And rights fubmitted, left him none to feize. 
At length his fov'reign frowns — the train of ftate 
Mark the keen glance, and watch the fign to hate. 
Where'er he turns, he meets a ftranger's eye ; 
His fuppliants fcorn him, and his followers fly ; 
At once, is loft the pride of awful ftate, 
The golden canopy, the glitt'ring plate, 
The regal palace, the luxurious board, 
The liv'ried army, and the menial Lord. 
With age, with cares, with maladies opprefs'd, 
He feeks the refuge of monaftic reft ; 
Grief aids difeafe, rememberM folly flings, 
And his laft fighs reproach the faith of kings. 

Speak thou, whofe thoughts at humble peace repine, 
Shall Wolfey's wealth, with Wolfey's end, be thine ? 
Or liv'ft thou now, with fafer pride content, 
The wifeft juftice on the banks of Trent ? 
For why did Wolfey near the fteeps of fate, 
On weak foundations raife th* enormous weight ? 
Why, but to fink, beneath Misfortune's blow, 
With louder ruin to the gulphs b Aoyj \ N 
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bat gave great Villiers to th* afTaffin's knife, 
d fix'd difeafe on Harley's clofing life ? 
hat jnurder'd Wentworth, and what exil'd Hyde, 
kings prote&ed, and to kings ally'd ? 
hat, but their wifh indulg'd in courts to fhine, 
id pow'r too great to keep, or to refign ? 

When firft the college rolls receive his name, 
ie young enthufiaft quits his eafe, for fame j 
irough all his veins the fever of renown 
reads from the ftrong contagion of the gown 5 
'er Bodley's dome his future labours fpread, 
id Bacon's manfion trembles o'er his head, 
re thefe thy views ? Proceed illuftrious youth, 
nd Virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth ! 
et fhould thy foul indulge the gen'rous heat, 
"ill captive fcience yields her laft retreat ; 
lould Reafon guide thee with her brighteft ray, 
nd pour on mifty doubt refiftlefs day ; 
tould no falfe kindnefs lure to loofe delight ; 
or praife relax, nor difficulty fright ; 
lould tempting novelty thy call refrain, 
nd floth effufe her opiate fumes in vain ; 
lould Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart, 
or claim the triumph of a lettered heart j 
wuldno difeafe thy torpid veins Ycw?Ae* 
>r Melancholy's phantoms haunt ta^ tt»fcfc\ 
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Yet hope not life from grief or danger free, 
Nor think the doom of man revers'd for thee. 
Deign on the paffing world to turn thine eyes. 
And paufe a while from letters, to be wife : 
There mark what ills the fcholar's life aflail, 
Toil, envy, want, the patron, and the jail. 
See nations flowly wife, and meanly juft, 
To buried merit raife the tardy buft. 
If dreams yet flatter, once again attend, 
Hear Lydiat's life, and Galileo's end. 
Nor deem, when learning her laft prize beftows, 
The glittering eminence exempt from woes ; 
See when the vulgar fcape, defpts'd or aw'd, 
Rebellion's vengeful talons feize on Laud, 
From meaner minds though fmaller fines content, 
The plunder'd palace or fequefter'd rent ; 
Mark'd out by dangerous parts he meets the (hock \ 
And fatal Learning leads him to the block. 
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep, 
But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and fleep ! 

The feftal blazes, the triumphal (how, 
The ravifh'd ftandard, and the captive foe, 
The Senate's thanks, the Gazette's pompous tale, 
With force refiftlefs o'er the brave prevail. 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Afia. v?\l\tY&\ 
Far Such, the fteady Romans (hoot tks wft&\ 
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)r fuch, in diftant lands the Britons fhine, 

nd ftain with blood the Danube or the Rhine ; 

his pow'r has praife, that virtue fcarce can warm, 

'ill fame (applies the univerfal charm. 

et Reafon frowns on war's unequal game, 

r here wafted nations raife a fingle name, 

id mortgag'd ftates their grandftres wreaths regret^ 

om age to age in everlafting debt ; 

reaths which at laft the dear-bought right convey 

ruft on medals, or on ftones decay. 

On what foundation ftands the warrior's pride? 

)w juft his hopes let Swedifh Charles decide 5 ' 

frame of adamant, a foul of fire, 

) dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 

er love, o'er fear, extends his wide domain, 

iconquer'd lord of pleafure and of pain. 

3 joys to him pacific fcepters yield; 

ar founds the trump, he rufhes to the field : 

hold furrounding king, their pow'r combine, 

id one capitulate, and one refign. 

ace courts his hand, but fpreads her charms in vain, 

Think nothing gain'd, he cries, 'till nought remain, 

)n Mofcow's walls 'till Gothic ftandards fly, 

ind all be mine beneath the polar Iky/ 

w march begins in military ftate* 

i nations on his eye fufpen&t& w&v 
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Stern Famine guards the folitary coafr, 
And winter barricades the realm of froft ; 
He comes, not want and cold, his courfe delay. 
Hide, blufliing Glory ! hide Pultowa's day ; 
The vanguifli'd hero leaves his broken bands, 
And {hews his miferies in diftant lands j 
Condemned a needy fupplicant to wait 
While ladies interpofe, and fiaves debate. 
But did not Chance at length her error mend ? 
Did not fubverted empire, mark his end ? 
Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound ? 
Or hoftile millions prefs him to the ground ? 
His fall was deftin'd to a barren ftrand, 
A petty fortrefs, and a dubious hand ; 
He left the name at which the world grew pale, 
To point a moral, or adorn a tale* 
All times their fcenes of pompous woes afford, 
From Perfia's tyrant to Bavaria's lord. 
In gay hoftility and barb'rous pride, 
With half mankind embattled at his fide, 
Great Xerxes comes to feize the certain prey, 
And ftarves exhaufted regions in his way $ 
Attendant flattVy counts his myriads o'er, 
'Till counted myriads footh his pride no more ; 
Frefh praife is try'd, 'till madnefs fires his mind, 
The waves he Jafhes, and encYmns \ive VvtA\ 
Newpow'rs sure claim'd, new poVts axe ftX&\*&sytf < 
Till rude re/Iftancc lops the fpreadv^ £pd •* 
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The daring Greeks deride the martial (how, 

And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe ; 

Th' infulted fea with humbler thoughts he gains, 

A (ingle fkiff to fpeed his (light remains ; 

Th* incumber'd oar fcarce leaves the dreaded coaft 

Through purple billows, and a floating hoft. 

The bold Bavarian, in a lucklefs hour, 
Tries the dread fummits of Caefarean pow'r, 
With unexpected legions burfts away, 
And fees defencelefs realms receive his fway. 
Short fway ! Fair Auftria fpreadsher mournful charms ; 
The Queen, the beauty, fets the world in arms ; 
From hill to hill the beacons roufing blaze, 
Spreads wide the hope of plunder, and of praife \ 
The fierce Croatian, and the wild HufTar, 
And all the fons of ravage crowd the war > 
The baffled prince in honour's flatt'ring bloom 
Of hafty greatnefs finds the fatal doom, 
His foes derifion, and his fubjects blame, 
And fteals to death from anguifli and from mame. 

Enlarge my life with multitude of days ! 
In health, in ficknefs, thus the fuppliant prays \ 
Hides from himfelf his (late, and (huns to know, 
That life protracted is protra&ed woe. 
Time hovers o'er, impatient to deftio^ 
\nd /huts up all the paflages of )oy \ 
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In vain their gifts the bounteous feafons pour, 
The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow'r, 
With liftlefs eyes, the dotard views the ftore, 
He views, and wonders that they pleafe no more. 
Now pall the taftelefs meats and joylefs wines, 
And luxury, with fighs, her flave refigns. 

.Approach, ye minftrels, try the foothing ftrain, 
And yield the tuneful lenitives of pain. 
No founds, alas ! would touch th' imperious ear, 
Though dancing mountains witnefs Orpheus near : 
Nor lute, nor lyre, his feeble pow'rs attend, 
Nor fweeter mufic of a virtuous friend. 
But everlafting dictates crown'd his tongue ; 
Perverfely grave or pofitively wrong. 
The ftill returning tale, and lingering jeft, 
Perplex the fawning niece and pamper'd gueft ; 
While growing hopes fcarce awe the gath'ring fneer, 
And fcarce a legacy can bribe to hear. 
The watchful guefts ftill hint the laft offence, 
The daughter's petulance, the fon's expenfe, 
Improve his heady rage with treach'rous (kill, 
And mould his paffions till they make his will. 
Unnumber'd maladies his joints invade, 
Lay fiege to life, and prefs the dire blockade ; 
But unextinguifti'd Av'fice ftill remains, 

And dreaded Joftes aggravate Yv\s ^ams *. 
He turns, with anxious hearty atvd CTVg^c&Yax&h 
Ws bonds of debt, and mortgages oC\ra&&\ 
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Or views his coffers with fufpicious eyes, 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant, the virtues of a template prime 
Blefs with an age exempt from fcorn or crime, 
An age that melts in unperceiv'd decay, 
And glides in modeft innocence away ; 
Whofe peaceful day benevolence endears, 
Whofe night congratulating Confcience chears ; 
The gen'ral fav'rite, as the gen'ral friend : 
Such age there is, and who could wifh its end ? 

Yet ev'n on this, her load Misfortune flings, 
To prefs the weary minutes flagging wings ; 
New forrow rifes as the day returns, 
A fifter fickens, or a daughter mourns ; 
Now kindred Merit fills the fable bier ; 
Now lacerated friendfliip claims a tear ; 
Year chafes year, decay purfues decay ; 
Still drops fome joy from with'ring life away ; 
New forms arife and diff*rent views engage, 
Superfluous lags the vet'ran on the ftage, 
'Till pitying Nature figns the laft releafe, 
And bids afflided worth retire to peace. 

But few there are whom hours like thefe await, 
Who fet unclouded in the gulphs of ¥ate. 
7 rom Lydia's monarch fhould the feaxdcv tafc&c&i 
v Solon caution'd to regard Yus end* 
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In life's lad fcene what prodigies furprife, 
Fears of the brave, and follies of the wife ! 
Trom Marlb'rough's eyes the ftreams of dotage flow, 
And Swift expires a driv'ler and a {how. 

The teeming mother anxious for her race, 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face : 
Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty fpring, 
And Sedley curs'd the form that pleas'd a king. 
Ye nymphs of rofy lips and radiant eyes, 
Whom pleafure keeps too bufy to be wife, h 

Whom joys with foft varieties invite, ^ 

By day the frolic, and the dance by night ; ^ 

Who frown with vanity, who fmile with art, ^ 

And aflc the latent fafliion of the heart j p 

W hat care, what rules, your heedlefs charms {hall favc, ^ 
Each nymph your rival, and each youth your flave ? $, 
Againft your fame withfondnefs hate combines ; v 

The rival batters, and the lover mines ; f 

With diftant voice negle&ed Virtue calls ; t 

Lefs heard and lefs, the faint remonftrance fells j ^ 

Fir'd with contempt, {he quits the flippVy reign, 
And Pride and Prudence take her feat in vain. 
In crowd at once, where none the pafs defend, \ 

The harmlefs freedom and the private friend. J 

The guardians yield, by force fuperior ply'd : I 

lty int'reft, Prudence j and by itatft^Vnifc. \ 
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low beauty fells betray'd, defpis'd, diftreft, 
ind hiffing infamy proclaims the reft. 

Where then fliall hope and fear their objects find ? 
Wuft dull fufpenfe corrupt the ftagnant mind ? 
Muft helplefs man, in ignorance fedate, 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate ? 
VTuft no difltke alarm, no wilhes rife ? 
^0 cries attempt the mercies of the ikies ? 
nquirer ceafe; petitions yet remain 
Much heav'n may hear ; nor deem religion vain. 
'till raife for good the fupplicating voice, 
Sut leave to heav'n the meafure, and the choice, 
afe in his powV, whofe eyes difcern afar 
"he fecret ambu(h of a fpecious pray'r, 
nplore his aid, in his decifions reft 
scure, whate'er he give, he gives the beft. 
et when the fenfe of facred prefence fires, 
nd ftrong devotion to the fkies^afpires, 
Dur forth thy fervours for a healthful mind, 
•bedient paffions, and a will refign'd ; 
or love, which fcarce collective; man can fill ; 
or patience, fov 'reign o'er trahfinuted ill ; 
or faith, that panting for a happier feat 
ounts Death kind Nature's fignal of retreat ; 
'hefe goods for man the laws of Yvwi* tv ck\^\\\>, 
lefe goods he grants, who grant* t\ve. ^onnT * \a ^.v^ 
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With thefe, celeftial Wifdom calms the mind, 
And makes the happinefs (he does not find. 



THE SWALLOWS. 
PART I. 



ERE yellow Autumn from our plains retir'd, 
And gave to wint'ry ftorms the varied year, 

The fwalJow-race, with forefight clear infpir'd* 
To Southern climes prepar'd their courfe to ftcer. 
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On Damon's roofs a grave affembly fate ; 

His roof a refuge to the feathered kind j -. 

With ferious look he mark'd the nice debate, 

And to his Delia thus addrefs'd his mind. 



I 



Obferve yon twitt'ring flock, my gentle maid ! 

Obferve, and read the wond'rous ways of heav'n 1 
With us through fummer's genial reign they ftaid, 

And food and lodging to their wants were giv'n. 

But now, through facred prefcience, well they know 

The near approach of elemental ftrife, 
The bluft'ring tempeft, and the cYvvWuv^ facw<> 
With every want and (course of ta&fac \\fe\ 
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Thus taught, they meditate a fpeedy flight ; 

For this, ev'n now, they prune their vig'rous wing ; 
For this, confult, advife, prepare, excite, 

And prove their ftrength in many an airy ring. 

No forrow loads their breaft or fwells their eye^ 
To quit their friendly haunts, or native home \ 

Nor fear they, launching on the boundlefs fky, , 
In fearch of future fettlement to roam. 

They feel a pow'r, an impulfe all divine, 
That warns them hence ; they feel it, and obey : 

To this direction all their cares refign ; 
Unknown their deftin'd ftage, unmark'd their way. 

Well fare your flight ! ye mild domeftic race. 

Oh ! for your wings to travel with the fun ! 
Health brace your nerves, and Zephyrs aid your pace 

'Till your long voyage happily be done ! 

See Delia on my roof your guefts to-day ; 

To-morrow on my roof your guefts no more : 
E're yet 'tis night, with hafte they wing away ; 

To-morrow lands them on fome fafer (hore. 

How juft the moral in this fcene cotw^'iA 
And what without a moral v*o\M v*s, t«a&A 
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Then mark what Damon tells his gentle maid, 
And with bis leflbn regifter the deed* 

'Tis thus life's chearful feafons roll away, 
Thus threats the winter of inclement age ;. 

Our time of a&ion but a fummer's day, 

And earth's frail orb, the fadly-varied ftage. 

And does no pow'r its friendly aid difpenfe, 
Nor give us tidings of fome happier clime ? 

Find we no guide in gracious Providence, 

Beyond the ftroke of death, the verge of time? 

Yes, yes, the facred oracles we hear, 

That point the path to realms of endlefs day; 

That bid our hearts, nor death, nor anguifh fear: 
This future tranfport, -that to life the way. 

Then let us -timely for our flight prepare, 
And form the foul for her divine abode : 

Obey the call, and truft the leader's care, 

To bring us fafe through Virtue's paths to God ! 

Let no fond Jove for earth exa£t a figh, 

No doubts divert our fteady fteps afide^ 
Nor let us long to live, nor deead to die : 
Heav'n is our hope, and Providence out fjufo. 
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PART IL 



AT length the winter's furly blafts are o'er, 
Array'd in fmiles the lovely fpring returns 5 

Health to the breeze unbars the fcreaming door, 
And every breaft with heat celeftial burns. 

Again the dailies peep, the violets blow ; 

Again, the tenants of the leafy grove 
Forget the patt'ring hail, the driving fnow, 

Refume the lay to melody, and love. 

And fee, my Delia, fee, o'er yonder ftream, 
Where on the funny bank the lambkins play, 

Alike attra&ed to th' enliv'ning gleam, 

The ftranger-fwallows, take their wonted way* 

Welcome, ye gentle tribe, your fports purfue ! 

Welcome again to Delia, and to me ! 
Your peaceful councils on my roof renew, 

And plan your fettlements, from danger free. 

No tempeft on my (hed its fury pours, 

My frugal hearth no noxious blaft fu^lies ; 
Go, wand'rers, go, repair your footoj Wtf?s 
Think on no hoftile roof my cY\\rwcC\s& x\^ 



74 POEMS. 

Again, I'll liften to your grave debates ; 

I'll think I hear your various maxims told ; 
Your numbers, leaders, policies, and ftates, 

Your limits fettled, and your tribes enroll'd. 

I'll think I hear you tell of diftant lands, 
What infedt nations rife from Egypt's mud, 

What painted fwarms fubfift on Lybia's fands, 
What mild Euphrates yields, and Ganges flood* 

Thrice happy race ! whom Nature's call invites 
To travel o'er her realms, with a&ive wing ; 

To tafte her choiceft ftores, her beft delights, 
The fummer's radiance, and the fweetsof fpring. 

While we are doom'd to bear the reftlcfs change 
Of (hifting feafons, vapours, dank, or dry, 

Forbid, like you, to milder climes to range, 
When wint'ry clouds deform the troubled fky. 

But know the period to your joys affign'd ! 

Know ruin hovers o'er this earthly ball j 
Certain as fate, and fudden as the wind, 

Its fecret adamantine props fliall fall. 

Yet when your fhort-liv'd fummets fl\\tv£ no more, 
My patient mind, fworn. foe to n\c£ % twj«> 
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Suftain'd on lighter wings than yours, fhall foar 
To fairer realms, beneath a brighter ray ; 

To plains etherial, and Elyfian bowers, 

Where wint'ry ftorms no rude accefs obtain, 

Where blafts no light'ning, and no thunder low'rs, 
But fpring and joy unchang'd, for ever reign* 



SOME REFLECTIONS UPON HEARING THE BELL 
TOLL ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND, 

HARK !— what a mournful folemn found 
Rolls murm'ring through the cloudy air ! 

It ftrikes the foul with awe profound, 
Affe&s the gay, alarms the fair. 

With what a pathos does it fpeak ! 

AffeSing deep the thoughtful mind : 
The golden fchemes of folly break, 

That hold in glittering fnares mankind. 

*Tis death's dread herald calls aloud, 

Proclaims his conqueft through the Ikies : 
The fun retires behind a cloud •, 
And Nature /eems to fytnpathize. 
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Refle&, ye reftlefs fons of care ! 

Your vain defigns his hand can fpoil, 
Make hard oppreflbrs lend an ear, 

And wretched mifers ceafe their toil. 

For what avail vaft heaps of gold, 

When Death his aweful writ {hall fend ? 

Though folly fwell, and pride look bold, 
The mafk muft drop, the farce muft end ! 

It is not hoary tottering age 

That now lies ftretch'd beneath his ftroke, 
The tyrant ftern that feels his rage, 

The oppreflbr's rod that now is broke ; 

But oh ! — 'tis generous Cynthio' s bell ! 
Fall'n in his prime of youthful bloom, 
For Cynthio founds the doleful knell, 
t And calls him to the filent tomb. 

Cynthio I-j-whofe happy healing art, 

Turn'd from his friends death's fatal blow, 

And fliielded from that threatening dart, 
Which now, alas ! has laid him low. 

But Cynthio's virtues ne'er can die : 
They leave a grateful rich perfume \ 
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And now tranfplanted to the fky, 
In heav'n's immortal gardens bloom. 

And hark ! — Ah, what celeflial notes, 
With grateful accents, charm my ear ! 

As down th' etherial mufic floats, 

The fun breaks forth, the flries are clear. 

From heav'n defcends the joyful drain, 
Convey'd to earth on angels wings, 

To mitigate our grief and pain ; 

And this the theme of joy it brings : 

" Thus write (the voice from heav'n proclaims) 
" The virtuous dead are ever bleft ! 

" Their works immortalize their names, 
" Their labours ceafe, and here they reft. 

c< Behold the Saviour wide difplay 
<l The trophies of his generous love, 

" To cheer you through life's thorny way, 
<c And lead to flowery realms above ! 

<c 'Tis he deftroys Death's baneful fting, 
" And bids the grave's dread horrors fly : 

« The choirs of heav'n his triumph (vu^ 
« And hail him vi&or through t\v& flq " 



7& POEMS. 



THE ROBIN : AN ELEGY, 

O ! come, thou melancholy Mufe, 

With folemn dirge affift my ftrain ; 
While (hades defcend, and weeping dews 
In forrows wrap the rural plain. 

Her mantle grave cool evening fpreads, 
The Sun cuts fhort his joyful race, 

The jocund hills, the laughing meads, 
Put on a fick'ning dying face. 

Stern Winter brings his gloomy train ; 

Each pleafing landfkip fades from view ; 
In folemn ftate he fhuts the fcene ; 

To flow'ry fields we bid adieu ! 

Quite ftript of every beauty, fee 

How foon fair Nature's honours fade ! 

The flowers are fled, each fpreading tree, 
No more affords a grateful {hade. 

Their naked branches now behold, 

Bleak winds pierce thro* with murm'ring found $ 
Chill'd by the northern breezes co\^ 
Their leafy honours ftrew tYve gco\rc\&^ 
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So man, who treads life's a&ive ftage, 

Like leaf or bloffom fades away : 
In tender youth, or riper age, 

Drops thus into his native clay ! 

Alas ! and can we choofe but moan 
To fee all Nature's charms expire ! 

Fair blooming Spring, gay Summer gone ! 
And Autumn haftening to retire. 

But fee the tender Red-breaft comes, 

Forfaking now the leaflefs grove, 
Hops o'er my threfhold, pecks my crumbs, 

And courts my hofpitable love. 

Then fooths me with his plaintive tale, 
As Sol withdraws his friendly ray ; 

Cheering, as evening fhades prevail, 
The foft remains of clofing day. 

O welcome to my homely board ! 

There unmolefted {halt thou fland. 
Were it with choiceft dainties ftor'd, 

For thee I'd ope a liberal hand. 
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Since thou, of all the warbling throng, 
Who now. in filence far retire, 

Remain'ft to footh me with a fong, 
And many a plealing thought infpire. 



ODE TO A THRUSH. 



SWEET warbler ! to whofe artlefs fong 
Soft mufic's native powers belong, 
Here fix thy haunt, and o'er thefe plains 
Still pour thy wild untutor'd ftrains, 
Still hail the morn with fprightly lay, 
And fweetly hymn the darting day ! 
But fprightlier ftill, and fweeter pour 
Thy fong o'er Flavia's fav'rite bower : 
There foftly breathe the vary'd found, 
And chant thy loves, or woes, around. 

So may'ft thou live fecurely bleft, 
And no rude ftorms difturb thy neft 5 
No bird-lime twig, or gin annoy, 
Or cruel gun thy brood deftroy ; 
No want of (helter mayft thou know, 
Which i?ipton's lofty {hades beftow \ 
, Nor dearth of winter bemes feat.* 
But haws and hips blufh hatf tYve n^t. 
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A WINTER THOUGHT. 



THE man whofe conftitution's ftrong, 
And free from vexing cares his mind, 

As changing feafons pafs along, 
Can in them all frefh pleafures find. 

Not only in the teeming bud, 

The opening leaf, and following bloom,. 
(Urg'd by the fap's afceuding flood) 

And fruit fair-knitting in its room ; 

Not only when the fmiling fields 

In all their gaiety appear, 
And the perfumes their bofom yields, 

On balmy wings the zephyrs bear ; . 

In morning fair, in evening mild, 

The murmuring brook, and cooling fliade, 

Birds airy notes in concerts wild, 
And Philomela's ferenade ; 

Not only in the waving ear, 
And branches bending with their load j 
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I 



Or whilft the produce of the year * j 

Is gath'ring, and in fafety ftow'd ; 

1 A 

Ht pleas'd, in days autumnal, fees 

The fhadowy leaf divcrfify'd 
With various colours, and the trees j 

Stripp'd, and ftand forth in naked pride. 

I 
Each hollow blaft, and hafty fliow'r, 

The rattling hail, and fleecy fnow, 
The candy'd rime, and fcatter'd hoar, 

And icicles which downward grow ; 

The (hining pavement of the flood, 

To which the youthful tribes refort 5 
And game, which the difcover'd wood 

Expofes to the fowler's fport ; 

The greens which wintry Wafts defy, 
Through native ftrength, or human care, 

In hedge, or clofe arrangery ; 
All thefe a fource of pkafure are. 

The fun, which from the northern figns 

Scorch'd with unfufferaWe heat, 
Now in a milder glory Alines, 
And every glancing ray is tvretfu \ 
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The filver moon, and each Air ftar> 

Forth to the beft advantage (bine, 
And by the richeft fcene prepare 

For noble thoughts th' enlarged mind. 

He, when the mornings floweft rife, 

Can fweetly pais the nights away ; 
In lucubration with the wife, 

Or conversion with the gay. 

And when the winter tedious grows, 
And lengthening days cold ftronger bring, 

A new increafing pleafure flows, 
From expectation of the fpring. 

So he wbofe faculties are found, 
His heart upright, and confcience clean, 

Agreeably can pafs his round 
Of life, in every fhifting fcene. 

Not only in his youthful prime, 

And whilft his pow'rs continue firm, 

But when he feels th' effecft of time, 
And age prepares him for the worm* 

Grateful for every bleffing psft, *' 
Patient in every prefent lfi* 
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And on whatever ground he's plac'd, 
Hope does with pleafing profpe£ts fill ; 

And faith in heav'n's enchanting love 
(From whence that Sun will foon appear 

Whofe fmiles make endlefs fpring above) 
Does all his damps and darknefs clear ! 



THE BEARS AND THE BEES I A FABLE. 

AS two young bears in wanton mood, 
Forth ifluing from a neighbouring wood, 
Came where th* induftrious Bees had ftor'd,. 
In artful cells, their lufcious hoard, 
O'erjoy'd they feiz'd, with eager hafte, 
Luxurious on the rich repaft. 
Alarm'd at this the little crew 
About their ears vindi&ive flew. 
The beafts unable to fuftain 
Th* unequal combat, quit the plain. 
Half blind with rage, and mad with pain, 
Their native fhelter they regain ; 
There fit, and now difcreeter ^rown* 
Too hie their rafhnefs they kaowv. 
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And this by dear experience gain) 
That pleafure's ever bought with pain. 
So when the gilded baits of vice 
Are plac'd before our longing eyes, 
With greedy hafte we fnatch our fill, 
And fwallow down the latent ill. 
But when experience opes our eyes, 
Away the fancy'd pleafure flies ; 
It flies, but oh ! too late we find 
It leaves a real fling behind. 



THE GROTTO : AN ODE TO SILENCE, 

COME, mufing Silence, nor refufe to {hed, 
Thy fober influence o'er this darkling cell : 
The defart wafte, and lonely plain, 
Could ne'er confine thy peaceful reign; 
Nor doft thou only love to dwell 

*Mid the dark manfions of the vaulted dead : 
For ftill at eve's fereneft hour, 
All Nature owns thy foothing pow'r. 
Oft haft thou deign'd with me to rove, 
Beneath the calm fequeftci'd %i<m% 
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Oft deign'd my fecret fteps to lead, 

Along the dewy pathlds mead ; 

Or up the dulky lawn, to fpy 
The laft faint gkamings of the twilight fky. 
Then wilt thou ftill thy penfive vot'ry meet, 
Oft as he calls thee to this gloomy feat ? 
For here, with many a folemn myftic rite, 

Wert thou invok'd to confecrate the ground; 
Ere thefe rude walls were rear'd remote from fight, 

Or ere with mofs this fliaggy roof was crown'd* 

Hail ! bleffed parent of each purer thought, 
That doth at once the heart exalt and mend ! 
Here wilt thou never fail to find 
My vacant folitude inclin'd, 
Thy ferious leflbns to attend ; 

For they I ween fhall be with goodnefs fraught, 
Whether thou bid me meditate 
On man, in untaught Nature's fiate * 
How far this life he ought to prize ; 
How far its tranfient fcenes defpife ! 
What heights his reafon may attain, 
And where its proud attempts are vain : 
What toils his virtue ought to brave, 

For Hope's rewarding joys beyond the grave: 

Or if in man redeem'd you bid me trace, 
Each wond'rous proof of heav' rf $ ttro&c&utociX ^jrka. % « 
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Then breathe fome fparks of that celeftral fire, 
Which in the rapturM feraph glows above, 

Where fainted myriads crowd the joyful choir, 
And harp their praifes round the throne of love. 

The trifling fons of Levity and Pride, 
Hence {hall thy awful ferioufnefs exclude ; 
Nor {hall loud Riot's thoughtlefs train 
With frantic mirth this grot profane ; 
No foe to peace fhafl here intrude. 

For thou wilt kindly bid each found fubfide, 
Save fuch as foothes the lift'ning fenfe, 
And ferves to aid thy influence : 
Save where foft-breathing o'er the plain, 
Mild Zephyr waves the ruftling grain : 
Or where fome ftream from rocky fource, 
Slow trickles down its ceafelefs courfe : 
Or where the fea's imperfe& roar, 

Comes gently murm'ring from the diftant {bore 

But moft in Philomel, fweet bird of night, 

In plaintive Philomel, is thy delight : 

For (he, or ftudious to prolong her grief, 
Or oft to vary her exhaufllefs lay; 

With frequent paufe, from thee (halt feek relief, 
Nor clofe her (train, till dawns the noify day* 
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Without thy aid, to happier tafteful art, 

No deep inftru&ive fcience could prevail : 
For only where thou doft prefide, 
Can wit's inventive pow'rs be tried, 

And Reafon's better talk would fail, 
Did not thy haunts the ferious theme impart* 

The critic, that with plodding head, 

Toils o'er the learning of the dead ; 

The cloifter'd hermit that explores, 

By midnight lamp, religion's ftores ; 

Each fage that marks, with thoughtful gaze, 

The lunar orb, or planet's maze j 

And every bard that ftrays along 
The fylvan fhade, intent on facred fong ; 
Shall all to thee thofe various praifes give, 
Which, through thy friendly aid themfelves recen 
For though thou raayft from glory's feats retire, 

Where loud applaufe proclaims the honour'd na 
Yet doth thy modeft wifdom ftill infpire, 

JEach nobler work, that fwells the voice of fam< 
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PARADISE REGAINED. 



SEEK not for Paradife with curious eye 
In Afiatic climes, where Tigris' wave, 

Mix'd with Euphrates, in tumultuous joy, 
Doth the broad plains of Babylonia lave 



Tis gone with all its charms ; and like a dream, 

Like Babylon itfelf, is fwept away ! 
fieftow one tear upon the mournful theme, 
But let it not thy gentle heart difmay. 

For know, wherever love and virtue guide, 
They lead us to a ftate of heav'nly blifs ; 

Where joys, unknown to guilt and fhame prefide, 
And pleafures unalloy'd each hour increafe. 

Behold that grove, whofe waving boughs admit, 
Through the live colonade, the fruitful hill ; 

A moving profpefl: with fat herds replete, 
Whofe lowing voices all the vallies fill : 

There through the fpiry grafs where glides the brook, 

By yon tall poplar, which ere&s its head, 
Above the verdure of the neigtib'rin^ oak.^ 
And gently murmurs o'er X& 2&ytatv&^TO&&» 
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Inlander and Cleora, happy pair, 
Tafte the cool breezes of the gentle wind ; 

Their breafts from guilt, their looks are free fronV 
care, ,i 

Sure index of a calm, contented mind. 

'Tis here in virtuous lore the ftudious fair, 
Informs her babes, nor fcorns herfelf t' improve, 

While in his fmile (he lives, whofe pleafing care 
Difpenfes knowledge from the lips of love* 

No wild defires can fpread their poifon here, 
No difcontent their peaceful hours attend ; 

Falfe joys, nor flatt'ring hopes* nor fervile fear, 
Their gentle minds with jarring palHons rend* 

Here oft in plea&qg folitude they rove, 
Recounting o'er the deeds of former days y 

With inward joy their well-fpent time approve> 
And feel a recompence beyond all praife. 

Or in fweet converfe through the grove, or near 
The fountain's brink, or where the arbour's fb 

Beats back the heat, fair Virtue's voice they hea 
More muiical by fweet digreflion made. 



With calm dependence every good they fcafte* . ... 'i 
Yet feci their .neighbours' wants with kind regnet 5 

Nor cheer themfelves alone, (a mean repaft !) 
But deal forth blewngs round their happy feat. 

'Tis to fuch virtue, that the pow'r Supreme, 
The choiceft of his Meffings hath defign'd> 

And fhed them plenteous over every clime, 
The calm delights of an untainted mind. - 

Ere yet the iad effects of foolifh pride, 

And mean ambition, {till employ'd in flrife, 

And luxury did o'er the world prefide, 

Deprav'd the tafte, and pall'd the joys of life : 

For fuch the fpring in richeft mantle clad, 

Pours forth her beauties through the gay parterre > 

And autumn's various bofom is o'erfpread, 

With all the blufhing fruits that crown the yean 

Such Summer tempts, in golden beams array'd, 
Which o'er the fields in borrow'd luftre glow, 
. To meditate beneath the cooling made, 

Their happy ftate, and whence their bleffings flow. 

E'.en rugged Winter varies but their joy, 
Painting the cheek with frefti vwri&\o?vV\x^\ 
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And thofe rough frofts which fofter frames annoy, 
With vig'rous health their flack'ning nerves renew* 

From the dark bofom of the dappled morn, 
To Phoebus mining with meridian light, 

-Or when mild ev'ning does the fky adorn, 

Or the pale moon rides through the fpangled night, 

The varying fcenes in every virtuous foul, 

Each pleafing change with various pleafures blefe » 

.Raife cheerful hopes, and anxious fears controul, 
And form a Paradife of inward peace. 



DAY : A PASTORAL. 

Morning. 



IN the barn the tenant cock, 
Clofe to partlet perch'd on high, 

Brifkly crows (the fhepherd's clock!) 
Jocund that the morning's nigh. 

Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 

Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire ; 
And the peeping fun-beam^ now 
Paints with gold the vfttagt ^vt*- 
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Philomel forfakes the thorn,. 

Plaintive where (he prates at night; 
And the Lark to meet the morn, 

Soars beyond the Shepherd's fight.. 

From the low-rooFd cottage ridge,. 

See the chatt'ring fwallow fpring ; 
Darting through the one-arch'd bridge,. 

Quick (he dips her. dappled wing. 

Now the pine-tree's waving top, 
Gently greets the morning gale.. 

Kidlings now begin to crop, 
Daifies on the dewy dale. 

From the balmy fweets uncloy'd, 
(Reftlefe till her talk be done) 

Now the bufy bee's em ploy 'd, 
Sipping dew before the fun. 

Trickling through the crevie'd rock, 
Where the limpid ftream diftils, 

Sweet refrefliment waits the flock, 
When 'tis fun-drove from the hills.. 

Colin's for the promis'd com 
(Ere the harveft hopes axs tVjfcY 
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Anxious*— whilfb the huadman's horn* 
Boldly founding, drowns his pipe. 

Sweet— -O fweet, the warbling throngs 
On the white embloflbm'd fpray, 

Nature's univerfal fong, 
Echoes to the rifing day. 

Fervid on the glitt'ring flood, 

Now the noon-tide radiance glows ; 

Drooping o'er its infant bud, 
Not a dew-drop's left the rofe. 

By the brook the Shepherd dines, 
From the fierce meridian heat^ 

Shelter'd by the branching pines, 
Pendant o*er his graffy feat. 

Now the flock forfakes the glade, 
Where uncheck'd the fun-beams fi&T: 

Sure to find a pleafing {hade, 

By the ivy'd abbey wall. * lUt 



Echo in her airy rounds ' VJ 

O'er the river, rock,, aa&\&Y> l \ 
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Cannot catch a fingle found, 
Save the clack of yonder mill. 

Cattle court die zephyrs bland, 
Where the ftreamlet wanders cool ; 

Or with languid filence ftand, 
Midway in the marfhy pool. 

But from mountain, dell, or ftream, 

Not a flutt'ring zephyr fprings ; 
Fearful left the noon-tide beam, 

Scorch its foft, its filken wings. 

Not a leaf has leave to ftir, 

Nature's lull'd — ferene— and ftill ; 

Quiet e'en the Shepherd's cur 
Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 

Languid is die landfcape round, 
Till the frefli defending fhower, 

Grateful to the thirfty ground, 
Raifes every fainting flower. 

Now the hill—the hedge — is green ; 

Now the warbler's throat's in tune : 
Blithfome is the verdant fcen^ 

Brighten 'd by the beams of naocu 



g6 poems. 



Evening. 

O'er the heath die heifer ftrays 

Free (the fiirrow'd talk is done) y 
Now the village windows blaze, 

Burnifh'd by the fetting fun.. 

Now he fets behind the hill r 

Sinking from a golden fky.. 
Gan the pencil's mimic fkill, 

Copy the refulgent dye I 

Trudging as the plowmen go, 

To the fmoaking hamlet bound, . 
Giant-like their fhadows grow, 

Lengthen'd o'er the level ground.. 

Where the rifing forcftfpreads - 

Shelter for the lordly dome, 
To their high-built airy beds, 

See the rooks returning home :. 

As the lark with vary'd tune, 

Carols to the evening loud 5 
Mark the mild refplendent moon, . I 

Breaking through a. £Mte& c\ou&\ \ 



**EM3* 97 



Now the hermit howlet peeps, 
From the barn, or twifted brake ; 

And the blue mift flowly creeps, 
Curling on the filver lake : 

As die trout in fpeckled pride, 
Playful from its bofom fpring, 

To the banks, a ruffled tide 
Verges in fucceffive rings. 

Tripping through the filken grafs, 
O'er the path-divided dale, 

Mark the rofe-complexion'd lafs, 
With her well-pois'4 milken pail* 

Linnets with unnumbered notes, 
And the cuckow bird with two, 

Timing fweet their mellow throats, 
Bid the felting fun adieu. 



o 
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TO WINTER. 

WHAT f tho' thou com'ft in (able mantle clad, 
Yet, Winter ! art thou welcome to my eye ; 

Thee here I hail, tlio' terrors round thee wait, 
And winds tempeftuous howl along the iky. 

But (ball I then fo foon forget the days, 

When Ceres led me thro* her wheaten mines ! 

When Autumn pluck'd me with his tawny hand, 
Empurpled clufters from ambrofial vines. 

So foon forget, when up the yielding pole, 
I faw afcend the filver- bearded hop ! 

When Summer, waving high her crown of hay, 
Pour'd o'er the mead her odoriferous crop. 

I muft forget them — and thee too, O Spring ! 

Tho* many a chaplet thou haft weav'd for me ; 
For now prepar'd to quit th* enchanting fcenes, 

Cold, weeping Winter ! 1 come all to thee. 

Hail to thy rolling clouds and rapid ftorms ! 

Tho* they deform fair Nature's lovely face : 
Hail to thy winds that fweep a\otv^ v\\e. racrJ&A 
Tho' trees they root u^ irom vYitvi icKiVtafc. 
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How ficklied over is the face of things ! 

Where is the fpice-kifs of the fouthern gale ! 
Where the wild rofe that fmil'd upon the thorn, 

The mountain flower, and lilly of the vale ! 

How gloomy 'tis to caft the eye around, 

And view the trees difrobM of every leaf, 
The velvet path grown rough with clotting (bowers, 

And ev'ry field depriv'd of ev'ry fheaf ! 

. . i 

How far more gloomy o'er the rain-beat heath 

Alone to travel in the dead cf night ! ' 

No twinkling ftar to gild the arch of heaven, 
• No moon to lend her temporary light j 

To fee the lightning fpread its ample fheet, 
Difcern the wild wafte thro' its liquid fire, 

To hear the thunder rend the troubled air, 
As time itfclf and nature would expire ! 

And yet, O Winter ! has thy poet ken 

Thy face as fmooth and placid as the Spring; 

Has felt, with comfort felt, the beam of heaven, 
And heard uy valiies and thy woodlands ring. 

What tine the fun with burniih'd locks arofo, 
The long-lob charms of nature to tco&<n% 

G % 
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When pearls of ice bedeck'd die grafly turf, 
And tree-tops floated in the filver dew, % 

Father of heaven and earth ! this change is thine : 
By thee the feafons in gradation roll, 

Thou great omnifcient ruler of the world J 
Thou Alpha and Omega of the whole ! 

Here humbly bow we down our heads to thee ! 

'Tis ours the voice of gratitude to raife, 
Thine to diffufe thy blcffings o'er the land : 

Thine to receive the incenfe of our praife. 

Pure if it rifes from the confcious heart, 
With thee for ever does the fymbol live : 

Tho' fmall for all thy love is man's return, 

Thou aflc'ft no more than he has pow'r to give. 



AN ANCIENT POEM* 



MY minde to me a kingdome is ; 
Such perfect joy therein I finde, 
As farre exceeds all earthly blifle, 
That God or Nature hath *(&%yvde ; 
Though much I want, that moft. wwX&taNt* 
Yet Hill try mind forbids to ctwc. 
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Content I live, this is my ftay ; 

I feck no more than may fuffice : 
I prefle to beare no haughtie fway ; 

Look, what I lack my mind fupplies. 
Loe ! thus I triumph like a king, 
Content with that my mind doth bring* 

See how plentie furfets oft ; 

And haftie clymbers fooneft fall : 
I fee that fuch as fit aloft 

Mifliap doth threaten moft of all : 
Thefe get with toile, and keep with fear : 
Such cares my mind could never beare. 

No princely pompe, nor wealthie ftore, 

No force to winne a vi&orie, 
No wylie wit to falve a fore, 

No fhape to winne a lover's eye 5 
To none of thefe I yeeld as thrall, 
For why, my mind defpifeth all. 

Some have too much, yet ftill they crave, 

I little have, yet feek no more : 
They are but poore, tho* much they have ; 

And I am rich with little ftore : 
They poor, I rich ; they beg, \ %w^ \ 
Theyhcke, I lend ; they puue* Wvn*. 
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I laugh not at another's lofie, 
I grudge not at another's gaine ; 

No wordly wave my mind can tofle, 
I brooke that is another's bane : 

I fear no foe> nor fawne on friend ; 

I loath not life, nor dread mine end* 

My wealth is health, and perfeft eafe, 
My confcience clear my chiefe defence: 

I never feeke by brybes to pleafe, 
Nor by defert to give offence t 

Thus do I live, thus will I die ; 

Would all did fo, as well as I ! 



ON THE DEATH OF 
THE AUTHOR'S GRANDMOTHER. 

'TIS paft ! dear venerable (bade, farewel ! 
Thy blamelefs life thy peaceful death {hall tell : 
Clear to the laft thy fetting orb has run ; 
Pure, bright, and healthy, like a frofty fun : 
And late old age, with hand indulgent {bed 
Its miideft winter on thy favour'd head. 
For Heaven prolong'd her XAz to {$Yca&\to ^cv& % 
And blefs'd her with a pamnidf * teuB&k * *^ 
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————— i—— — — h 

The trueft praife was hers, a cheerful heart : 
Prone to enjoy, and ready to impart. 
An Ifraelite indeed, and free from guile, 
She fhow'd that piety and age could (mile ! 
Religion had her heart, her cares, her voice ; 
'Twas her laft refuge, as her earlieft choice, 
To holy Anna's fpirit not more dear, 
The church, of Ifrael, and the houfe of prayer. . 
Her fpreading offspring, of the fourth degree, 
Fill'd her fond arms, and clafp'd her trembling knee. 
Matur'd at length for fome more perfeft fcene, 
Her hopes all bright, her profpe&s all ferene j 
Each part of life fuftain'd with equal worth, . 
And not a wifh left unfulfill'd on earth, 
Like a tir'd traveller with fleep oppreft, 
Within her children's arms (he dropt to reft. 
Farewel ! thy cherim'd image, ever dear, 
Shall many a heart with pious love revere : 
Long, long, (hall mine her honour'd mem'ry blefs, 
Who gave the deareft bleffing I poffefs. 



^v.'.^ 
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PRAISE to God, immortal praife, 
For the love that crowns our days j 
Bounteous fource of every joy. 
Let thy praife our tongues employ. 

For the bleffings of the field, 
For the ftores the gardens yield, 
For the vine's exalted juice, 
For the gen*rous olive's ufe : 

Flocks that whiten all the plain, 
Yellow (heaves of ripen'd grain 5 
Clouds that drop their fatt'ning dews, 
Suns that temperate warmth diffufe : 

All that fpring with bounteous hand, 
Scatters o'er the fmiling land ; 
All that liberal Autumn pours 
From her rich o'erflowing ftores : 

Thefe to thee, my God, we owe ; 
Source whence all our bleuin^s flow ; 
And for thefe, my fou\ (h*\\ rafe.» 
Grateful vows, and folemrv \**\fe- 
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* Yet fhould rifing whirlwinds tear, 
From its item the ripening ear ; 
Should the fig-tree's blafted (hoot, 
Drop her green untimely fruit : 

Should the vine put forth no more. 
Nor the olive yield her ftore ; 
Though the fick'ning flocks fhould fall. 
And the herds defert the ftall : 

Should thine alter'd hand reftrain 
The early and the latter rain ; 
Blaft each opening bud of joy, 
And the rifing year deftroy : 

Yet to thee my foul fhould raifc, 
Grateful vows, and folemn praife j 
And, when every bleffing's flown, 
Love thee — for thyfelf alone. 

* Although the fig-tree (hall not bloffom, neither (hall fruit be 
in the vines, the labour of the olive fhall fail, and the fields (hall 
yield no meat, the flocks (hall be cat off from the fold, and there 
(hall be no herd in the flails : Yet t will rejoice in the Lord, I 
will joy in the God of my falvation. Habakkuk iii. 1 7, x8. 
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HYMN, 



BEHOLD where, breathing love divine, 

Our dying Mafter ftands ! 
His weeping followers gathering round, 

Receive his laft commands. 

From that mild teacher's parting lips, 

Wh^t tender accents fell ! 
The gentle precept which he gave, 

Became its author well. 

« Blefs'd is the man, whofe foft'ning heart, 

" Feels all another's pain j 
iC To whom the fupplicating eye, 

« Was never rais'd in vain. 

c< Whofe breaft expands with gen'rous^ warmth, 

cc A ftranger's woes to feel 5 
c< And bleeds in pity o'er the wound, 

" He wants the power to heal. 

u He fpreads his kind fupporting arms, 

" To every child of ^riefv 
€€ His /efret bpiinty UrgeVy ftov^ 
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" To gentle offices of love, 
" His feet are never flow ; 

c< He views, thro* mercy's melting eye, 
" A brother in a foe. 

" Peace from the bofom of his God, 
" My peace to him I give 5 

« And when he kneels before the throne, 
" His trembling foul fhall live. 

" To him prote&ion fhall be (hewn j 

" And mercy from above, 
« Defcend on thofe who thus fulfil 

« The perfect law of love." 



HYMN. 

AWAKE, my foul ! lift up thine eyes, 
See where thy foes againft thee rife, 
In long array, a numerous hoft ; 
Awake my foul, or thou art loft. 

Here giant danger threatening (lands, 
MulrVing his pale terrific Araxvia \ 
There pieafure's filken batviuw* t^i 
And witfirig fouls are ca^dvtt V^%* 
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See where rebellious paffions rage, 
And fierce deflres, and lufts, engage j 
The meaneft foe of all the train, 
Has thoufands and ten thoufands flain. 

Thou tread'ft upon enchanted ground, 
Perils and fnares befet thee round j 
Beware of all, guard every part, 
But moft the traitor in thy heart. 

Come then, my foul, now learn to wie 
The weight of thine immortal ihield ; 
Put on the armour from above, 
Of heavenly truth and heavenly love. 

The terror and the charm repel, 
And powers of earth, and powers of hell : 
The man of Calvary triumph'd here ; 
Why fhouid his faithful followers fear ? 
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AN ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 

GOD of mj life ! and author of my days ! 
Permit my feeble voice to lifp thy praife ; 
And trembling take upon a mortal tongue, » 
That hallow'd name, to harps of feraphs fung : 
Yet here the brighteft feraphs could no more, 
Than hide their faces, tremble, and adore* 
Worms, angels, men, in every different fphere, 
Are equal all, for all are nothing here. 
All nature faints beneath the mighty name, 
Which Nature's works, thro* all her parts, proclaim. 
I feel that name my inmoft thoughts controul, 
And breathe an awful ilillnefs thro' my foul. 
As by a charm, the waves of grief fubfide ; 
Impetuous paffion ftops her headlong tide ; 
At thy felt preience all emotions ceafe, 
And my hu&'d fpirit finds a fudden peace ; 
Till every worldly thought within me dies, 
And earth's gay pageants vanifli from my eyes ; 
Till all my fenfe is loft in infinite, 
And one vaft object fills my aching fight. 
But foon, alas ! this holy calm is broke; 
My foul fubmits to wear her wonted yoke \ 
With Shackled pinions ftrlves to foax v& ^itf^ 
Aad mingles with the drofe oi cwtk aetau 
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But he, our gracious Matter, kind as juft, 
Knowing our frame, remembers man is duft. 
Hisfpirit, ever brooding o'er our mind, . 
Sees the firft wifh to better hopes inclined j 
Marks the young dawn of every virtuous aim, 
And fans the fmoaking flax into a flame. 
His ears are open to the fofteft cry, 
His grace defcends to meet the lifted eye ; 
He reads the language of a filent tear, 
And flghs are incenfe from a heart fincere. 
Such are the vows, the facrifice I give ! 
Accept the vow, and bid the fuppliant live, 
From each terreftrial bondage fet me free j 
Still every wifh that centers not in thee ; 
Bid my fond hopes, my vain difquiets ceafe, 
And point my path to everlafting peace. 

If the foft hand of winning pleafure leads 
By living waters, and thro' flow'ry meads, 
When all is fmiling, tranquil, and ferene, 
And vernal beauty paints the flatt'ring fcene, 
Oh ! teach me to elude eacn latent fnare, 
And whifper to my Aiding neart— Beware ! 
Witn caution let me hear the Syren's voice, 
And doubtful, with a trembling heart, rejoice* 

J/J /r/endJefs, in a vale of tfc*ts\&rah 
Where briars wound, and 0&o:as \>tt$B.* to 
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11 let my fteady foul thy goodnefs fee, 
id with ftrong confidence lay hold on thee ; 
r ith equal eye my various lot receive, 
sfign'd to die, or refolute to live ; 
•epar'd to kifs the fceptre, or the rod, 
fhile God is feen in all, and all in God ! 

I read his awful name, emblazon'd high 
/ith golden letters, on th' illumin'd fky j 
Tor lefs the myftic charaders I fee, 
brought in each flower, infcrib'd on every tree ; 
1 every leaf that trembles to the breeze, 
hear the voice of God among the trees ; 
Vith thee in fhady folitudes I walk, 
Vith thee in bufy crowded cities talk ; 
n every creature own thy forming power, 
n each event thy providence adore, 
"hy hopes (hall animate my drooping foul, 
Thy precepts guide me, and thy fear controul, 
Thus fhall I reft, unmov'd by all alarms, 
ecure within the temple of thine arms, 
r rom anxious cares, from gloomy terrors free, 
Vnd feel myfelf omnipotent in thee. 

Then, when the laft, the clofing hour draws nigh, 
Vnd earth recedes before my fwimm;ng eye ; 
When tremblmg on the' dou\>ifu\ *&%* <& fefcfc 
Q*n3, said tfretch my view to ei&et fa&& % » 
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Teach me to quit this tranfitory fceoe, 
With decent triumph, and a look ferene ; 
Teach me to fix my ardent hopes on high, 
And having liv'd to thee, in thee to die. 



ELEGY I. 

WRITTEN AT THE APPROACH OF 8PRI 

STERN Winter hence with all his train rer 
And cheerful (kies and limpid ftreams are i 

Thick-fprouting foliage decorates the groves 
Reviving herbage clothes the fields with g 

Yet lovelier fcenes th' approaching months pi 
Kind Spring's full bounty foon will be difp 

The fmile of beauty ev'ry vale (hall wear ; 
The voice of fong enliven ev'ry (hade. 

O fancy paint not coming days too fair ! 

Oft for the prolpeds fprightly May fhouk 
Rain-pouring clouds have darkened all the ai 

Or fnows untimely whiten'd o'er the field 

Butlhould kind Spring Yver Ntotite&Wafej 
The finite of bcauty > aaA the n<*c* tf 
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If gloomy thought the human mind o'erpbw'r,- 
Ev'n vernal hours glide unenjoy'd along. 

I Awn- fee fcenesf where madd'ning paffion raves, 
Where Pride and Folly high dominion hold, 

And unrelenting Av'rice drives her flaVes 
O'er proftrate Virtue in purfuit of gold. 

The grafly lane, the wood-furrounded field, 

The rude ftone fence with fragrant wall-flow'rs gay, 

The clay-built cot, to me more pleafure yield, 
Than all the pomp imperial domes difplay : 

Anct yet i'en here, amid thefe fecret ffiades, 
Thefe fimple fcenes of unreprov'd delight, 

Aflfi&ion's iron hand my breaft invades, 
And Death's dread dart is ever in my fight. 

While genial funs to genial fliowVs fucceed 

(The air all mildnefs, and the earth all bloom) ; 

While herds and flocks range fportive o!er the mead, 
Crop the fweet herb, and fnufF the rich perfume ; 

O why alone to haplefs man denyM' 

To tafte the blifs inferior beings boaft ? * 
O why this fate, that fear and ^ivcv &\n\&a 
His few /hort hours on eartfts te\\^^^&A 
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Ah ceafe-4-n» aKrcecof Ffotidcnce*ampl|ifirf 3iarf* zl 
'Tis fente of guilt that wifaes*hci rfaukd^terij 

Gives forcq-to fearv ^adds energy to <pain, ■ u " >1 ivt ^0 
And-paHs each joy by hcav'a indulged .bfehww W 

Why. clfc the failing infent-train fobiefr, ^^.^ ^b:i7 
Ere ill propenfion ripens into fin, . - ? /'■ 

Ere wild defire inflames the youthful brdaft, * *•> ^'-M 
And dear-bought knowledge ends the peace witfin? 

As, to the bleating tenants of the field* 1 • wo'A 
As, to the fportive warblers on the trees, ^ ^2 

To them their joys fincere the feafonsyfdd>>ii ^ioq2 
And all their days and all their profpe&8pUaft£ 

Such mifte, when firft from London's crowded AretfttJ 
Rov.'dimy young fteps to Surry's woodutAMJbM 

hills^ * ■•: ■ '* ■< '^i *n?rk oT 

O'er new-bio wn meads that brearh'd atbou&ndftirJets, 
By.fhady coverts and by chryftal rills. 

4 :ir-L. . :. :'.- . .:, -...■•- ^y l-n\ /orfT 

OJwppy hours, beyond reO^vVy fifed 1 — " '?AT 

Whi^diiire I noWtiiat candour lfefs ffcf£# cb ^T 
While o'er :hiy -Am** -tiftfr glifeft* 'fcf ' tKtoglffare 
fpread, 
And veil the light of life's mmdtaxi tvj I 



s there tofiqwrathir tfarknrfs^^ d A 

'PtCNlQDg^toftjflys«f Edentoteftpret -^/ *iT 

Dr raife our. views to happier Seats above* ? - ? ^viO 
Wfetsai feat, and pain, and death (ball btinptn&e ? 

Phefe gratefbl fliare the gifts of Nature's hand;* •X'- 
And in the varied fcenes that round them {hinc* 
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tAinute and beautiful, or rude and grand, ' 
L&dmire th< amazing workmanfhip divine. 

Slows not a floweret in th* enamell'd vale, * • 

Shines not a pebble where the riv'let ftrays, * a 

Jports nqt an infe£t on the fpicy gale, 
ifofcgiaims their wonder and excites their praifc» 

itotlteA-'ev'n vernal Nature looks more gay, , ^ 
•nEjQft thwa more lively hues the fields adorn,. - 
To them more fair the faireft fmile of day, 
^T^P; them more fweet the fweeteft breath of raonv 

They feel the blifs that Hope and Faith fupply ; 

They pafs ferene th' appointed hours that. bringO 
The day, £hat wafts. them to the realms on high* 7/ 
. w ^jJTO *# **«**S? ! n eternal Spring- .».-; *v' 

,!r. • i r 
S y£T n^t. ;m ^ •:.; :«, iiV^'. v^ .'">»• ^- 
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ELEGY II. , 

WRITTEN iN HOT WEATHfetl. JULY* r^V 

THREE hours from noon the paffing (hariWfliows 
The fultry breeze glides faintly o'er the plains, 

The dazzling Ether fierce and fiercer glows, 
And human nature fcarce its rage faftains* 

Now ftill and vacant is the dufty ftreet, 
And ftill'and vacant all yon fields extend* 

Save where thofe fwains, opprefs'd with toil and he* 
The grafly harveft of the mead attend. 

Loft is the lively afpe& of the ground, 

Low are the fprings, the reedy ditches dry ; 
No verdant fjfot in all the vale is found, 
* "Save what yon ftream's unfailing ftores fupply. 

Where are the flow'rSj the garden's rich array ? 

Where is their beauty, where their fragrance flee 
'JTheir Items relax, faft fall their leaves away : 

They fade and mingle with their dufty bed; 

All but the natives of the torf\A toty^ 
What Afric's wilds, or Peru's fo\te &£\\vj\ 
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Pleased with a clime that frnitates their oWn,* ' 
They lovelier bloorA tieneath the'parchirig h#. ; 

Where is wild Nature's heart-reviving faftg; " * 
That fill'd in genial Spring the verdant bow'rs? 
Silent in gloorhy woods the feathet'd thrbrfg 
: Pine thro* this long, long coutfe offiiltr^ hoiirt. 



Where is the dream of blifs by Summer brougfit I 

The walk along the riv'let-water'd vale ? 
The field with verdure clad, with fragrance fraught I 

The fun rtiild-beaihing, and the fanfiirig gate? 

..." * 

The weary foul imagination cheers, 

Her pleafing colours paint the future gay ; 

Time partes on, the truth itfelf appears, 
The pleafing colours inftant fade away. 

In difPrcnt feafons different joys we place," 

Andthefe will Spring fupply, and Summer thefej 

Yet frequent ftorms the bloom of Spring deface, 
And Summer fcarcely brings a day to pleale, . 

O for fome fecret fhady cool recefs ! 

Some gothic dome o'erhung with darkfome trees. 
Where thick damp Walls tius ra£\ft^ta& x*\?«kv* 
• Where the long aifle mvtaa ^\kl^>»****^ 
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But why tfiefr plaint* ?re#e<ft, nor Mttfflittfo ifl ii d™'! 

Far worfo their fate in many a foreign tafid} -oVI 
The Indian tribes on Darien's fwampy (hore 

The Arabs wand'ring over Mecca's (and. ^ ^vS 

.ii 

Farworfe* alas ! the feeling mind fuftains, ' /: 
Rack'd with the poignant pangs of fear or fbanani 

The hopelefs lover bound in beauty's chains, 

The bard whom envy robs of hard-eara'd feifie *C 

He, who a father or a mother mourns, . - ' 

Or lovely confort loft in early bloom : v ' 

He, whom fell Febris, rapid Fury ! burns, 

Or Phthifis flow leads ling'ring to the tomb- 
Left man fhould fink beneath the prefent pain, 

Left man fhpuld triumph in the prefent joy* 
For him th' unvarying laws of Heav'n ordain, 

Hope in bis ills, and to his blifs alloy. •> : i j * v -'\ 

• . • -,fi'l 

Fierce and oppreffive is the heat we bear*, , , lf |-p 

Yet not unufeful to our humid foil $ ,. ,, ,^ p 

Thence fhall our fruits a richer flavour fhare, 

Thence. ihall our. plains with riper. harve^i^e^ 

Refle^,,fl9jc pjurmur mpre,— fo^, good in,^ , w . n ^ 



5&l#fcenMR0m tefre^^ )u<l 

NorffeiayeMi&ri^ -j^ 

^^ \ t v.v^ .■••■■•ivO *•- •.-ij.ij m.ibnl &i!T 
v'n now bsbojd the)gratefttl .qfonge at h*n&! ;;iT 

Hark, in the Eaft loud bluft'ring gales arife ; 
fide and more wide the dark^niog dofttds<e&paftd}'l 

Asd^iftant light'nings flafh alongjtheikteJ „ ; *i 

; • '■ ... 1 -v * '. i .1 > i r 

>* in the awful concert of the, ftonn, f . . < i ■ ij ! ! % 
While hail and rain, and wind and thunder join, 

lay deep-felt gratitude my foul inform, ' 'v. . ••!} 
May joyful fongs of rev'rent praife be mine;! i( ■ 

• ■ uiw , \) 
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■»......■ .] 

WRITTEN IN HARVEST*, v.. . : ;,. ^/.j 

AREWEL thepleafant violet-fcented Mde,^ - ] j 
The primros'd hill, and daify- mantled mead, 

Tie furrowM land, with fpringing com arrity'd, ;i ' 
The funny wall, with bloomy branches TpieM* 

arewel the bow'r with blufliing rofesgay'f n ;i ' 
Farewel the fragrant trefoil-purpled field ; 

arewel the walk through rows'tif rte*-*^*!!^^ 
When evening breezes mih^ctfMSm^HS^' 



\ 
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Of thefe ftp more^pw round the lo#f Jy fttftyfy ,» v 

Where jocund Plenty deigns to ftjc bar feat. *,. [ 
Th* autumnal landfcape op'ning all its charms, 

Declares kipd Nature's annual ytofe compete. 

In diff'rent parts what diff'rent vie^s delight, . 

Where on neat ridges waves the golden grajm 
Or where the bearded barley dazzling white, 

Spreads o'er the fteepy Hope or wide champaign. 

The (mile of morning gleams along the hills, 

And wakeful labour calls her fans abroad ; 
They leave with cheerful look their lowly vills, 
. And bid the fields refign their ripen'd load. 

In various tafks engage the ruftic bands, 

And here the fcythe, and there the fickle wield ; 

Or rear the new-bound fheaves along the lands, 
Or range in heaps the fwarths upon the fields 

Some build the fhocks, fome load die fpacious wains, 
Some lead to flielt'ring barns the. fragrant corn; 

Some form tall ricks, that tow'ring o'er the plains 
For many a mile, the homeflead yards adorn. 

The rattling car with verdant branches crown'd, 
The joyful fvyairjs that raife \h& c\*xnLio^fo&^> 
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Th' inciofure gates thrown open aH spouiKi) " / w 
The ftubble peoplec} }>y the gleaming tkfQPg» 

Soon msjrk glad harveft o?er— Ye rur^l loftfe, 
Whofe wide domains o'er Albion's ifle extend, 

Think whofe kind hand your annual wealth ggfarcb*' 
And bid to Heaven your grateful praife ^fecnd ! 

For tho' no gift fpontanepus of &e ground 

Rofe thefe fair crops that made your vallies fmile, 

Tho* the blithe youth of every hamlet round 
Purfued for thefe thro* many 9. d^y their toil, 

Yet what avail your labours or your cares ? 
' Can all your labours, all your c^res, fupply 
Bright funs, or foftning fhow'rs, or tepid airs, 
Or one indulgent influence of tfee iky ? 

For Providence decrees, that we obtain 
With toil each bleffing deftin'd to our ufe ; 

But means to teach us, that our toil is vain 
If He the bounty of his hand refufe. 

Yet, Albion, blame not what thy crime demands, 
While this fad truth the blufliing Mufe betrays— 

More frequent echoes o'er thy harveft lands, 
. jTne voice of riot than the NoXcfc <A \»t»S&% * 



Prolific tfctfthy &Mv aitdinild%cum^'\ ™AW 
ReaUns femM for fields as rich, for dim&iaPftft, 

Have fall'n the prey of famine, war, and time, 
And bow ho femblance of their glory beftf.' T "• xi — 

Afk Pakftine, proud Afia's early boaft, v?7 

Where now the groves that pour'd her wine and oil, 

Where the fair towns that crown'd her wealthy coaft, 
Where the glad fwains that till'd her fertile foil K-' 

Afk, and behold, and mourn her haplefs fall f ^T 
Where rofe fair towns, where toil'd the jocund 
fwain, 

Thron'd on the naked rock and mould'ring waH,<" C 
Pale want and ruin hold their dreary reign* : T 

Where Jordan's vallies fmil'd in living green, 

Where Sharon's flow'rs difclos'd their varied hues, 
The wand'ring pilgrim views the alter'd fcene, 
. And drops the tear of pity as he views. " ' ■- 

.■■ \ /?» 

Afk Grecia, mourning o'er her ruin'd tow'rs^ ' - * 
Where now the profpe&s cbarm'd her bards of old, 

Her corn-clad mountains and Elyfian bow'rs, >' C 
And iilver ftreams thro' fragrant meadows roll^i? 

• s.a 

Wheid KreedoiiT's^iaafe a\ong tY^ N&t ^n&YvwctSs 
And town to town return' d tYvs foVtVte WvcAs 



Where patriot war h^r awful ffcuidatd.reatfty .** nloiSL 

^d IbrayM the millions Per fta pour Marfcuad'pH 
...... .-": :"^ -vkH 

There Freedom's praife no more the valley <&6ei4 

There patriot war no more her banner waves > 
Nor bard, nor Cage, nor martial chief appears* vl :'V l 

But ftern barbarians rule a land of flaves. ^' 

■ -V* r 
Of mighty realms are fuch the poor remains ? 

Of mighty realms that fell, when, mad with pow'r, 
They callM for vice to revel on their plains ; v. \ 

The monfter doom'd their offspring to devour ! 

O Albion ! wouldft thou fhun their mournful fate; 

To mun their follies and their crimes be thine* 
And woo to linger in thy fair retreat, 

The radiant Virtues, progeny divine ! . -^- T 

7* 

\ l .' . i ■ • ■ ' * . 

Fair Truth, with dauntlefs eye and afpe& bland/; afl 
Sweet Peace, whofe brow no angry frowndeforms ; 

Soft Charity, with ever-open hand j 

And Courage, calm amid furrounding {kotm&J i\ A 

O lovely train ! O hafte to grace our iflel *rr-> r>H 
$q| ;may the pow'r who ev'ry.bleffipg yields^ i>;:/V 

Bid on her clime fereneft fmile, 
And Grown with annual wct^V»nto4»&^!UiSBi 
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ELEGY IV. 

< WRITTEN AT THE APPROACH OF WINTER* 

THE Sun far fouthward bends his annual way, * 
The bleak north-eaft wind lays the forefts bare, 

The fruit ungather'd quits the naked fpray, 
And dreary Winter reigns o'er earth and air> 

No mark of vegetable life is feen, 

No bird to bird repeats his tuneful call ; 

Save the dark leaves of fome rude evergreen, 
Save the lone red-breaft on the mofs-grown Wall. 

Where are the fprightly profpe&s fpring fupply'd^ 
The may-flower'd hedges fcenting every breeze, 

The white flocks fcatt'ring o'er the mountains's fidej 
The wood-larks warbling on the blooming trees f 

Where is gay Summer's fportive infefl-train, 
That in green fields on painted pinions play'd ? 

The herd at morn wide-paft'ring o'er the plain, 
Or throng'd at noon- tide in the willow (hade ? 

Where is brown Autumn's ev'rvin^ mild and ftill, ; { 
What time the ripen' d comhtfti^wv^^X^ 



Vhat time the village peoples all the hill, 
And loud fhouts echo o'er the harveft fields t 

To formed fceifofc 6*t hnty thu*& retufrtS, 
To former fcenes that little pleas'd when here ; 

)ur Winter chfilfc ua, and our Surfmie* bufns : 
Yet we diflike the changes of the year. 

To happier lands then reftlefs fancy flies* 
Where Indian ftfeartis thro* green Savannahfr £ow* 

.Vhere brighter funs and ever tranquil fkies 
Bid new fruits ripert, artd new ftWrets blow* 

-,et Truth thefe fairer, happier lands fufVey-*. 

There frowning months defcend in watfry ftonrie* 
)r Nature faints amid the blaze of day, 
\nd one brown hue the fun-burnt plain deforms. 

There oft, as toiling in the fultry fields, 
Or homeward paffing on the fhadelefs way, 

lis joylefs life the weary lab'rer yields, 
And inftant drops beneath the deathfut ray, 

W ho dreams of Nature, free froAt Nature's ftrife, 
Who dreams of conftant happinefs below ? 

The hope-flufh'd ent'rer on the fta&£ cfi \\fct\ 
The youth to knWrl^dgeunc^^^A^^^ 
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For me, long toil'd on many a weary road*b vori) \0 

Led by felfe Hope in fearch of many a joj^u <oK 
I find in Earth's bleak clime no bleft abode, 

No place, no feafon* facred from annoy : .'-.•«£ 
:..:. •■ .- .-T 

For me, while Winter rages round the plains, . -^ 

With his dark days I human life compares 
Not thofe more fraught with clouds, and winds, and 
rains, *■«;!'" 

Than this, with pining pain and anxious care* T 

- -s3 
O ! whence this wond'rous turn of mind our fate) 

Whate'er the feafon or the place poffeft, 
We ever murmur at our prefent ftate ; - ■ -xub :>H2 
/■■ And yet the thought of parting breaks our oreftTF- 

Why elfe, when heard in ev'ning's folemn gloom} 
Does the fad knell, that founding o*er the plain 

Toils feme poor lifelefs body to the tomb, : .\u-w •?& 
Thus thrill my bread with melancholy pain-? iW 

■■;-.. ^-iitf 
*I5hfelvoiceof Reafon thunders in my ear,' •<* •■' J-- r » 

Thus thou, erelong, muft join thy kindred clay; 
No more thofe noftrils breathe the vital any ^ 3f ^ 

No more thofe ©yfelidsopenon the day} -**- oT 
r * f >;j\ i-.--,!^- *■/: ..fr.;. .... ;• ,• /;■■■•■■ ■ ■ r :/;' .qc ^vsO 

Spread wide thy fkies in daxksft. Yvww* &w&\ 
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)f their d(bad rage no longer I'll complain, . ^ '*o1 
Nor aflc an Eden for a tranfient gueft. * J 1 

. , .. ." : ,tr 

Enough has Heaven indulged of joy below, A 

To tempt our tarriance in this lov'd retreat : 

Enough has Heaven ordain'd of ufeful woe, v 4 

To make us languifh for a happier feat. 

Fhere is, who deems all climes, all feafons, fair ; 

There is who knows no reftlcfs paffion's ftrife ; 
Contentment, fmiling at each idle care ; 

Contentment, thankful for the gift of life ! . ! O 

She finds in Winter many a view to pleaie ; « V/ 

Tib morning laridfcape fring'd with froft-work gay, 
The fun at noon feen thro' the leaflefs trees, 

'phe- clear calm ether at the clofe of day. •• .: ?? 

r,i;,. >vl 

!he marks th.' advantage ftorms and clouds beftoU^ f" 

Whea UuJFring Taurus purifies the a&v --i i 
When moift Aquarius pours the fleecy fnow, 

Thatmake^th' impregnate glebearicherJianrelUatfei; 

f '{£• J l ;: ■ \ .,•.-, A -.■: _ ' ) *> ... ;-..a: \ 

She bids fp* all our grateful praife arife, i ; ) j [{> < v oft 

To him whofe mandate fpafce the wurkbtoifoiytf ; 
3ave Spring's gay bloom, and fummer's cKw&ak^sueK 
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ODE TO THE NEW YEAR, I769. 

AQUARIUS rules the frozen fines, 
Deep froMmihg cfouds on clouds* arife, 

Fraught with the thunder's rdi^ 
With fury heaves the raging main, 
When foaming billows lafh in vain 
« The hoarfe refouhdihg fliore„ 

No flowery vale now charms the eye* 
No tuneful warblers of the fky, 

Now cheer the lingering hours j 
No genial ray the groves illume, 
No Zephyrs waft their mild perfume* 

From fighs o'er vernal flowers* 

Though blooming fcenes are now no more*, 
That aid the raptur'd foul to foar* 

Poetic thoughts refine ; 
Yet ftill the moralizing page, 
To warn an unattentive age, 

Thefe hoary fcenes combine- 

With this I hail the opeiung, 7^^ 
Addrefs the God, whofc vrotka *^k«: 
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Through each harmonious round ; 
Who rules, ferenely rules, the ftorm, 
Who gaye the lurid lightnings form, 

Whofe thunders rock the ground* 

O thou ! alike where perfe& day, 
In bright refulgent glories play 

Around thy awful throne ! 
When feraphs glow with facred fires, 
When angels tune celeftial lyres, 

To hymn thy praife alone ! 

Still may thy providential care 
With bleflings crown the riling year ! 

Impending ills reftrain ! 
Thy wifdom guide my youthful mufe ! 
Thy facred eloquence diffufe, 

And confecrate my ftrain ! 

While thus revolving feafons roll, 
Obfequious to thy wife controul, 

Obedient to thy plan, 
With filent eloquence they preach, 
The moil important leffons teach, 

To cold, unthinking man* 

Behold thyfelf reflefted here \ \ 

The Spring proclaims, thint uxbxtt. ^w \ 
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Gay life, the Summer's bloom ; 
Mild Autumn fpeaks maturer age, 
Confirms thee fool, or hails thee (age ; 

While Winter Ihews the tomb. 

Or view the image of thy foul, 
As now the mountain furges roll 

In wild tumultuous roar ; 
Fit emblem of the wrathful mind, 
To anger's tyrant-fway confign'd, 

Where reafon rules no more. 

Unlike its placid form, ferene, 

When Zephyr breathing o'er the fcene 

Sheds balmy peace around * 
Blefs'd emblem of the conqu'ring foul, 
Whofe every paffion knows controul, 

While confcious joys abound ! 

That this may prove my bounteous fhare r 
Afcends my ever conftant prayer, 

To Thee, all perfect mind I 
O aid me in the arduous ft rife, 
Through each perplexing maze of life, 

To all thy ways refign'd f 
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A CONTEMPLATION ON NlCHT, 

WHETHER amid the gloom of night I ftray. 
Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 
Still Nature's various face informs my fenfe, 
Of an all-wife, all-powerful, Providence. 

When the gay fun firft breaks the {hades of night, 
And ftrikes the diftant eaftern hills with light, 
Colour returns, the plains their liv'ry wear, 
And a bright verdure clothes the fmiling year ; 
The blooming flow'rs with opening beauties glow, 
And grazing (locks their milky fleeces (how ; 
The barren cliffs with chalky fronts arife, 
And a pure azure arches o'er the fkies. 
But when die gloomy reign of night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride, all nature mourns : 
The trees no more their wonted verdure boaft, 
But weep in dewy tears their beauty loft ; 
No diftant landfcapes draw our curious eyes ; 
Wrapt in Night's robe the whole creation lies. 
Yet ftill, e'en now, while darknefs clothes the land, 
We view the traces of th' Almighty hand ; 
Millions of ftars in Heav'n's wide vault a^eax^ 
And with new glories hang tta \xwa&&& S^wtv 
i 7. 
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The filver moon her weftern couch forfakes, 
And o'er the flries her nightly circle makes $ 
Her folid globe beats back the funny rays, 
And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 

Whether thofe ftars that twinkling luftre fend, 
Are funs, and rolling worlds thofe funs attend ; 
Man may conje&ure, and new fchemes declare, 
Yet all his fyftems but conje&ures are. 
But this we know, that Heav'n's eternal king, 
Who bid this univerfe from nothing fpring, 
Can at his word bid num'rous worlds appear, 
And rifing worlds th' all-pow'rful word fhall hear. 

When to the weftern main the fun defcends, 
To other lands a rifing day he lends : 
The fpreading dawn another fliepherd fpies, 
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds arife ; 
Refrefh'd the peafant feeks his early toil, 
And bids the plough correft the fallow foil. 
While we in fleep's embraces wafle the night, 
The climes oppos'd enjoy meridian light ; 
And when thofe lands the bufy fun forfakes, 
With us again the rofy morning wakes : 
In lazy fleep the night rolls fwift away, 
And neither clime laments his abfent ray. 
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When the pure foul is from the body flown, 
No more fliall Night's alternate reign be known ; 
The fun no more fliall rolling light beftow, 
But from th' Almighty ftreams of glory flow. 
Oh ! may fome nobler thought my foul employ, 
Than empty, tranfient, fublunary joy. 
The ftars {hall drop, the fun (hall loofe his flame) 
But thou, O God 1 for ever fhine the fame. 



TO A ROBIN REDBREAST. 

DEAR focial bird ! that giv'ft with fearlefs love 
Thy tender form to man's protecting care; 
Pleas'd, when rude tempefts vex the ruffled air, 

For the warm roof to leave the naked grove j 

Kindeft and lad of Summer's tuneful train ! 

Ah ! do not yet give o'er thy plaintive lay ; 

But charm foft Zephyr to a longer ftay, 
And oft renew thy fweetly-parting ftrain. 

So when rough winter frowns with brow fevere, 
And chilling blafts fliall ftrip the flieltYmg trees, 
When meagre want thy (h\v'tttt%fo*m^^^^u^ 

And Dezth, with dart upUfte,^ Ykw« t«ax^ 
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My grateful hand the lib'ral crumbs fhall give, 
My bofom warm thee, and my kift revive. 



A TRANSLATION. 

HOW like a wanton Iamb that carelefs playM, 
The fhepherd and the fold forgotten quite, 
• My vagrant foul, in fearch of vain delight, 
Many long years from her true Shepherd ftray'd ! 

If winding ftream or flow'ry vale (he fpied, 
Thither her youthful wifhes eager led ; 
But bitter were the flow'rs on which (he fed, 

The turbid ftream no cooling draught fupplied. 

Thus oft beguil'd, at length her fruitlefs range, 
Her heedlefc wand'ring fteps fhe deeply mourns, 
And back to thee and to thy fold returns. 

Receive her, deareft Lord ! who once didfl: change 
HeavVs brighteft roanfion for a roof of ftraw, 
To fnatch her from the wolf's devouring jaw. 
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THE IGNORANCE OF MAN. 

BEHOLD yon new-born infant, griev'd 
With hunger, thirft, and pain 5 

That afks to have the wants reliev'd, 
It knows not to explain* 

Aloud the fpeechlefs fuppliant cries, 

And utters, as it can, 
The woes that in its bofom rife, 

And fpeak it's nature man. 

That infant whofe advancing hour, 

Life's various forrows try, 
{Sad proof of fin's tranfmiifive power) 

That infant, Lord ! am I. 

A childhood yet my thoughts confefs, 

Tho* long in years mature; 
Unknowing whence I feel diftrefs, 

And where, or what its cure. 

Author of good] to thee I turn ; 

Thy ever wakeful eye 
Alone can all my wants difcttT^ 

Thy hand alone fupply* 
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O let thy fear within me dwell, 
Thy love my fbotfteps guide ; 

That love (hall vainer loves expel* 
That fear, all fears befide* 

And O ! by error's force (ubdu'd, 

Since oft my ftubborn will, 
Prepofterous (huns the latent good, 

And grafps the fpecious ill j 

Not to my wifh, but to my want, 

Do thou thy gifts apply : 
Unafk'd what good thou knoweft, grant j. 

What ill* tho' aflc'd, deny. 



THE TRIALS OF VIRTUE. 

PLAC'D on the verge of youth* my mini 
Life's opening fcene furvey'd : 

I view'd its hills of various kind,. 
Afflicted and affraidr 

But chief my fear the dangers mov , d > 
That Virtue's palh enc\ofe\ 
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My heart the wife purfuit approved ; 
But O, what toils oppofe 1 * 

For fee, ah I fee, while yet her ways 

With doubtful ftep I tread, 
A hoftile world its terrors raife* 

Its {hares delufive fpread. 

O how (hall I, with heart prepar'd*. 

Thofe terrors learn to meet ? 
How from the thoufand fnares to guard 

My unexperienced feet ? 

As thus I mus'd, opprefEve fleep 

Soft o'er my temples drew 
Oblivion's veil. The wat'ry deep, 

An obje£t ftrange and new, 

Before me rofe : on the wide fhore 

Obfervant as I flood, 
The gathering ftorms around me roar, 

And heave the boiling flood. 

Near and more near the billows rife* 

Ev'n now my fteps they lave ; 
And Death, to my affrighted eyes* 

Approach'd in every m\*> . 
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What hope, or whither to retreat ! 

Each nervft at once unftrung, 
Chill fear had fetter'd faft my feet, 

And chain'd my fpeechlefs tongue. 

I felt my heart within me die ; 

When fudden to mine ear, 
A voice defcending from on high, 

Reprov'd my erring fear. 

a What tho* the fwelling furge thou fee 

a Impatient to devour ? 
" Reft, mortal, reft on God's decree, 
♦ u And thankful own his power. 

« Know, when he bade the deep appear, 
« Thus for, th* Almighty laid, 

<c Thus far, nor farther, rage ; and here 
" Let thy proud waves be ftayM." 

I heard : and lo ! at once controul'd, 
The waves in wild retreat, 

Back on themfelves relu&ant roll'd, 
And murm'ring left my feet. 

Deeps to aflembling deeps in vain 
Once more the fignai g*v* • 
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The fhores the rufhing weight fuftain, 
And check th 9 ufurping wave. 

Convinc'd in Nature's volume wife 

The imag'd truth 1 read ; 
And fudden from my waking eyes 

Th' inftru&ive vifion fled* 

Then why thus heavy, O my foul ! 

Say why, diftruftful ftill, 
Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 

O'er fcenes of future ill. 

Let Ealth fupprefs each rifing fear 

Each anxious doubt exclude : 
Thy Maker's will has plac'd thee here, 

A Maker wife and good ! 

He to thy every trial knows 

Its juft reftraint to give, 
Attentive to behold thy woes, 

And faithful to relieve* 

Then why thus heavy, O my foul ! 

Say why, diftruftful ftill, 
Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 

O'er fcenes of future iW* 
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Tho* griefs unnumber'd throng thee round, 

Still in thy God confide, 
Whofe finger marks the Teas their bound. 

And curbs the headlong tide. ' 



A HYMN. 

PART I. 

GOD of my health, whofe tender care 
Firft gave me power to move, 

How {hall my thankful heart declare 
The wonders of thy love ? 

While void of thought and fenfe I lay 

Duft of my parent earth, 
Thy breath informed the fleeping clay, 

And call'd me to the birth. 

From thee the parts their fafluon took, 

E'er life was yet begun, 
And in the volume of thy book 

Were written one by one. 

Thine eye beheld in open view 
The yet unfinifh'd p\ai\v 
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The portrait lines thy pencil drew, 
And form'd the future man. 

O may this frame, that rifing grew 

Beneath thy plaftic hands, 
Be ftudious ever to purfue 

Whatc'er thy will commands ! 

The Soul that moves this earthly load, 

Thy femblance let it bear, 
Nor lofe the traces of the God 

Who ftamp'd his image there. 

PART II. 

Thou, who within this earthly flirine 

Has pour'd thy quick'ning ray, 
O ! let thine influence on me {nine, 

And purge each mift away. 

With curious fearch let others afk 

Thro* Nature's depths to fee : 
O teach my foul the better tafk, 

To know itfelf and Thee ! 

Teach me to know how weak the mind 
That yields to erring pi\fc\ 



14* POEMS. 

And let my doubting reafon find 
Thy word its fafeft guide. 

Let me not, loft in learning's maze, 

Religion's flame refign : 
For what's the worth of human praHe, 

Compar'd, my God, to thine ? 

Keep in my foul the ftrong delight, 
The hopes that in me rife, 

While Faith prefents before my fight 
The blifs that never dies. 

O be thofe hopes, my only boaft, 
That Faith, my whole employ ; 

Till Faith in knowledge fliall be loft, 
And Hope in fulleft joy ! 
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THE LORD'S PRAYER PARAPHRASED. 

FATHER of all! wbofe feat of reft 

In higheft Heav'n is rear'd, 
Thy name by every tongue be bleft, 

By every heart rever'd. 

Let earth to thy Meffiah's throne 

Its juft fubje&ion yield : 
Here, as in Heav'n, thy will be known ; 

Here, as in Heav'n, fulfill'd. 

With bread fufficient to the day 

Our mortal frame fupply ; 
And feed the foul that moves our clay 

With manna from on high. 

While confcious of the debt we owe, 

We bow the humble knee, 
That mercy we to others fliew 

Defcend on us from Thee* 

Do thou our erring feet fecure ; 

O lead us far from ill ! 
And keep us upright, juft^ ml ^vxi^ 

In ac5r, in word, and Vv\\% 



I 
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Hear, Lord ! for power fuprerne is thine ^ r^ 
Thine, glory, worfhip, praife: - :V .. % .^V 

Nor Nature's bounds thy reign confine*. : , -^ 
Nor numbers time thy days. , . , ;,• 
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HYMN FROM PSALM Vlll. 

ALMIGHTY Power ! amazing are thy ways, 
Above our knowledge, and above our praife ! 
How all thy works thine excellence difplay ! 
How fair, how great, how wonderful, are the^r ! 
Thy hand yon wide extended Heav'n uprais*d a 
Yon wide extended Heav'n with ftars emblazed, 
Where each bright orb, fince Time his courfe begun, 
Has roll'd a mighty world, or fhin'd a fun : 
Stupendous*' thought ! how finks all humarr race, 
A point, an atom, in the field of fpace ! 
Yet ev'n to us, O Lord ! thy care extends^ 
Thy bounty feeds us, and thy power defends j 
Yet ev'n to us, as delegates of Thee, 
Thou giv'ft dominion over land and fea : 
Whate'er or walks on earth, or flits in air, 
Whatc'er of life the watry TeopK&\rca.t-\ 
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1 thefe ire ours, and for th' extenfive claim 
f t owe due homage to Thy facred name ! 
Imightf power \ how woncProus are thy way*,, 
ow far above our knowledge and our praife ! 



THE INVITATION'. 

AWAKE, my fair, the morning fprings* 
The dew-drops glance around, 

The heifer lows, the blackbird fings, 
The echoing vales refound. 

The fimple fweets would Stella tafte, 
That breathing morning yields, 

The fragrance of the flow'ry wafte> 
And frefhnefs of the fields 5 

By uplands, and the greenwood-fide* 

We'll take our early way, 
And view the valley fpreading wide* 

And opening with the day* 

Nor uninftruflive (hall the (bene 

Unfold its charms in vain, 
Th; / "allow brown, the rrresAaw ^jt&vw 

The mountain and the \v\i\\\^ 

15. 



/ 






Each dew-drop glift'ning cm the thorn, «i 
And trembling to its fall, ' 

Each blufh that paints the cheek of mora, 
In Fancy's ear (hall call, 

" O ye in Youth and Beauty's pride, 

" Who lightly dance along, 
" While laughter frolicks at your fide, 

* c And rapture tunes your long; 

<c What though each grade around you play, 

" Each beauty bloom for you, 
" Warm as the blufh of riling day, 

" And fparkling as the dew^ 

u The blufh that glows fo .gaily now, 

" But glows to difappear $ 
<c And quiv'ring from the bending bough, • 

u Soon breaks the pearly tear J 

« So pafe the beauties of your prime, 

u That-e'en in blooming die ; 
ct So, fhrinking at the Waft of Time, 

41 The treach'rous graces fly." 

Let thofe, my Stella, flight the ftrain, 
Who fear to find it trus \ 
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Each fair of tranfient beauty vain* 
And youth as traafient too ! 

With charms that win beyond the fight* 

And hold the willing heart, 
My Stella {ball await their flight, 

Nor figh when they depart. 

Still graces ihall remain behind, 

And beauties ftill controul, 
The graces of the polifti'd mind. 

And beauties of the foul* 



AN INVITATION TO THE FEATHERED RACE, 

I763. 

WRITTEN AT CLAVERTON, NEAR BATH, 

AGAIN the balmy Zephyr blows, 
Frelh verdure decks the grove, 

Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 
And tunes his notes to love. 

Ye gentle warblers, hither fly, 
And fhun the noon-tide heat ; 



i\i r&ktis. 
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My ftruhs a cooling (bade fuppfy, l ^V 
My groves lafefe retreat. 

Here freely hop from fpray to (pray, ' u ' 

Or weave the moffy neft ; 
Here rove and fing the live-long day, 

At night here fweetly reft. 

Amidft this cool tranflucent rill, 

That trickles down the glade, 
Here bathe your plumes, here drilik yotirfill,, 

'And revel in the (hade, " i '* 



No fchool-boy rude, to mifchief prone} *• 
E'er fhews his ruddy face, *'• 

Or twangs his bow, or hurls a ftone, 
In this fequefter'd place. 
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Hither the vocal Thrufh repairs, 

Secure the Linnet lings, ' ■ 

The Goldfinch dreads no flimy (hares ji 
To clog her painted wings. :/ ■' - 

Sad Philomel ! ah quit thy haunt, 
Yon diftant woods * among, 

* Warier -Wood%. 
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THE LORD S PRAYER PARAPHRASED. 

FATHER of all ! whofe feat of reft 

In higheft Heav'n is rear'd, 
Thy name by every tongue be bleft, 

By every heart reverM, 

Let earth to thy Meffiah's throne 

Its juft fubje&ion yield : 
Here, as in Heav'n, thy will be known ; 

Here, as in Heav'n, fulfiU'd. 

With bread fufficient to the day 

Our mortal frame fupply ; 
And feed the foul that moves our clay 

With manna from on high. 

While confcious of the debt we owe, 

We bow the humble knee, 
That mercy we to others fliew 

Defcend on us from Thee* 

Do thou our erring feet fecure j 

O lead us far from i\\ \ 
And keep us upright, juft, atA ^\xte* 
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UNDER AN HOUH GLASS, IN A GROTTO, NEAR 
THE WATER AT CLAVERTON, 

THIS bubbling ftream not uninftruflive flows, 
Nor idly loiters to its deftin'd main ; 

Each flower it feeds that on its margin grows, 
And bids thee blufh, whofe days are fpent in vain. 

Nor void of moral, tho* unheeded, glides 
Time's current flealing on with filent hafte ; 

For lo ! each falling fand his folly chides, 

Who lets one precious moment run to wafte. ' 



A MORAL THOUGHT. 



THRO' groves fequefter'd, dark, and frill, 
Low vales, and mofly cells among, 

In filent paths the carelefs rill, 

With languid murmurs, fteals along : 

A while it plays with circling fweep, 

And lingering leaves its native plain, 
Then pours impetuous down tVit fte.^ 
And mingles wth'tYiebounfflfcfe ra\n. 
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O let my years thus devious glide, 

Through filent fcenes, obfeurely calm, 
\Nor wealth nor ftrife pollute the tide, * 
Nor honourfs fanguinary palm. 



WINTER PROSPECTS IN THE COUNTRY,, 

An Epijile to a Friend in London^ 1756. 

WHILE Learning's pleafing cares my friend de- 
tain,. . ■• 
By Thames's banks on London's (moaky plain ; 
Where fpacious ftreets their peopled length extend,. 
And pompous domes, and lofty fpires afcend : 
Far different views the lonely country yields, 
Deferted roads, and unfrequented fields ; 
Bleak fcenes, where hoary Winter holds command,. 
And from his throne of clouds o'erlooks the land : 
He frowns — the power of vegetation dies, 
Frofts bind the earth, and tempefts rend the fkies ; t 
Or driving fnows defcend, or pouring rains, 
Or chilling vapours hover o'er the plains.. 
Sometimes awhile the hoary tyrant deeps,- 
Hid in his cave beneath the watery deeps *. 
The difkant fan extends a cheeruv^xa^ . 
Bright fmile the fkies, and (oft. ii'W'tts n^*V 
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Then airy lawns the morning walk^javitev^ ■* *»dl 
And rural landfcapes charm the* rovhtg fighty' "°^ 
MixM with brown ftubble, leaflefs wobds-are fittt/ 7 
And neat- plough 'd furrows clad in fcanty green 5''' 
While turbid waters edg'd with yellow reeds 
Wind thro' the ruffet herd-forfaken meads ; 
And groves that Winter's fierceft rage difdaia 
In fair plantations deck the fhelter'd plain. 
There painted hollies with red berries glow, 
And their broad leaves the fhining laurels (how ; 
And pines and firs their varied verdure blend, 
And cedars fpread, and cypreffes afcend. : 

Pleas'd with the fcene, I range from field to field» // 
'Till loftier lands'remoter profpedts yield; -J! 

And there the curious optic tube apply, .• // 

Tjll a new world approaches on the eye ; --.1 

Till where dark wood the hill's ilop'd furface ftiroudsf 
Or the blue fummit mingles with the clouds j . -,?j 
There fair inclofures lie of varied hue, ...■ \ 

And trees and houfes rife, diftinft }o view. . O 

But this too oft th' inclement clime denies, ( • ,.{ 
Involv'din piifty or in wat'ry fkies.; ; . y 

And yet even then with books engaged I find ■ - rVj 
A fweet employment for th' exploring mind; , , [ 
There, fair defqrjption fbews each a]bfent fcen.e^ r -*&7 
The cpra-cJad rnQUijfa.irx^ ^lu4 ti*e te\fcV%w\*v ^V 
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There ovej; drftant lands ray- fancy, roves, 
Thro* Indiate cany ifles -and palmy groves ; : 

W^ece ^lear ftreams wander thro 1 luxuriant vale*, 
Midft clQudlefe fldes and ever-tepid gales ; ^ 

While Spring fits fouling in her brighteft bloom, «* 
And calls around her every rich perfume. 



HYMN FROM PSALM LXV. 

PRAISE to th' Almighty Lord of Heaven arife,'; 
Who fix'd the mountains, and who fpread the fkies^ 
Who o'er-his works extends paternal care, 
Whofe kind prote&ion all the nations lhare ; 
From the glad climes whence morn in beauty dreftj 
F^rthgbes rejoicing to the fartheft weft ; 
On him alone their whole dependance liesi 
And his rich mercy every want fupplies ! 
O thou great Author of th* extended whole, 
Revolving feafons praife thee as they roll ! 
By thee, Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter, 1 rife ; 
Thou giv'ft the frowning, thou the fixiifing fkies. 
By thy command the foftening (hoWer diftils, 
Till genral warmth the teeming furrow fifis ; 
Then favouring funfhihe 6'er the clltife ^sxAv* 
And mWhfUns^ ^ffe Vttdant\>Yii^^t^^ 
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Next Spring's gay products clothe the flowery hills, 
And joy the wood, and joy the valley fills ; 
Then foon thy bounty fwells the golden ear,. 
And bids the harveft crown the fruitful year : 
Thus all thy works confpicuous worfhip raife, 
And Nature's face proclaims her Maker's praife.. 



APOLOGY FOR RETIREMENT. 

WHY aflcs my friend, what cheers the paffing daj), 
Where thefe lone fields my rural home inclofe ; 
That me, no fcenes the pompous city (hows 

Lure from that rural refidence away ? 

Now thro' my laurel groves I mufing ftray, . 
Now breathe the gale that o'er the lilac blows, 
Now in my grotto's folemn. cells repofe, 

Or down the fmooth vale wind at evening grey : 

Now charms the lofty Poet's tuneful lay, 
Where mufic fraught with fair inftru&ion flows ; 

Now Delia's converfe makes the moments gay,. 
The nymph for love and innocence 1 chofe : 
- O* friend ! the man who }<yys \\Vls xtafe cm t&(U- 
On Vice and Folly needs i\o\io\re xo to&&. 
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A 
WRITTEN AT THE HERMITAGE 
AT ALDERSBROOK, I761. 

WHOE'ER thou art whom chance or choice may 
bring 

To thefe fair groves of venerable (hade, 
The group of tall elms, and the filver fpring ; 

Blame not the man who thefe his choice has made. 

Haft thou not heard, that in a venal age 

Wife Scipio from the walls of Rome retir'd ; 

Content to mufe on Nature's fimple page, * 

And fcenes the oft'ner view'd, the more admir'd. 

Silent, like him, oft let me range the wood, 
At morn's infpiring hour, or twilight grey, 

And frequent fit where Reddon's ancient flood, 
Winds thro* delightful meads its chryftal way : 

Ye great ! unenvy'd 'midft your grandeur fhine, 
Whilft days and tranquil folitude are mine ! 



* In the words of Linternwtu " Ut*t* \«& ?\<to& >3ww* Vm» 
\lohe" washia favourite faying, , ^ 
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ADVICE TO A SHEJPHSRD* 

SHEPHERD I feek not Wealth itor power, 
Let the verdant woodbine bower, 
And the hills, and vales, and trees. 
And the lonely cottage pleafe. 
Can the gaudy gilded room 
Vie with fields in vernal bloom? 
Or Italian airs excel 
Plaintive tuneful Philomel ? 
Can the futile arts of drefe * **'■■ 

Grace thy modeft Shepherdefs, y - -' 

Happier in her humble fphere, '.u- 

Than the daughters of the peer ? 
'Midft the city's tempting glare, 
Dwell Difeafe, and Strife, and Care : 
Quit not then the form or fold, 
Nor exchange thy Peace for Gold. • 
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ODE ON AUTUMN, 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR lf6i»- '"' 

ADIEU the pleafing rural fcene, 1 " 
Sequefter'd (hades and meadows green, ■■• 
The fields thick fpread with fheaves of corn,, 
The walk at early hour of morn. 



No Linnet's folitary fong, 
Soft echoes now the fprays among : 
No Nightingale's more plaintive ftrain 
Soothes the lone peafant on the plain. 
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The vales their chearful green refign, 
And on their ftems the flowers decline : ''..• v ) 
No more we wifh to pafs the hour^ i< ^ 

Where elms and lilacs form .a bo\yeiy ; .•*.'> \\*A 

And fee the Swallows leave their home,, 
To diftant, warmer climes they roam ; 
Where Zephyrs cool and grateful mowers 
Still wake the fair autumnal flowers. 

How fade the glories of t\it;$e^t\ 
They bloom awhile and d\fcxp\K:ax.> 
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And, melancholy truth, fond man ! 
Thy life's a flower, thy day's a (pan. 

Parent of all ! tremendous Power ! 
Whom every realm and tongue adore, 
Whofe mandate form'd earth's fpacious plain) 
And th' immeasurable main. 

Proftrate before thy Throne we bow, 
Author of circling feafons Thou ! 
O haften happier days, and bring 
-One glorious, one Eternal Spring. 



PETHERTON-BRIDGE. 
AN ELEGY *. 



O BEAN 1 whofe fond connubial days, 
A beauteous infant-race attend j 

Say, wilt thou once more aid my lays, 
And join the patron to the friend. 



* Tradition holds, that the cataftrophe alluded to in this Elegy 
happened about two centuries ago ; of which the fculpture is yet to 
he feen at the above mentioned "bridge, max ^otttar^t'&tt.wa** 
vfet. 
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But not o'er bright Aonian plains, < 

Enraptur'd as wc us'd to roam : . ; ! 

The Mufe each joyous thought reftrains, 
And calls her wing'd ideas home. 

The wedded pair for children pray ; 

They come — fair bleffings from the Ikies : 
What raptures gild the halcyon day ! 

What joys in diftant azure rife! 

But ah ! enamour'd as they view 

The fmiling, hopeful, infant- train, 
XJnfeen, misfortune marks his due, 

Unheard, he threats the heart with pain. 

Had fad difafter ne'er enfnar'd 

The foft, the innocent, and young, 
The tender Mufe had gladly fpar'd 

The little heroes of her fong.— » 

Seeft thou the limpid current glide 

Beneath yon bridge, my haplefs theme, 

Where brambles fringe its verdant fide, 
And willows tremble o'er the ftream ? 

From Petherton it takes its name, '• " XN 

From whence two fanUnfc uifonte towcf fcA 
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Led by the ftream they thither came^ 
And on the flowery margin playM. 

Sweet vi&ims ! muft your (hort-liv'd day 
So foon extinguifh in the wave ; 

And point the fetting Sun his way, 
That glimmer'd o'er your wat'ry grave f 

As each by childHh fancy led, 

Cropt the broad daifies as they fprung ; 
Lay ftretch'd along the verdant bed, 

And fweetly plyM the lifping tongue * 

Lo ! from the fpray-deferted fteep, 
Where either way the twigs divide, 

The one roll'd headlong to the deep, 
And plung'd beneath the clofing tide. 

The other faw, and from the land, 

(While Nature imag'd ftrange diftrefs) 

Stretch'd o'er the brink his little handy 
The fruitlefs fignal of redrefs. 

The oflfer'd pledge, without delay, 

The ftruggling victim rofe and caught > 

But ah ! in vain— their fatal way* 
They both defcendcd frwitt *% fawg*» 
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Short was the wave-oppreffing fpace \ 
Convuls'd with pains too (harp to bear, 

Their lives diflblv'd in one embrace, 
Their mingled fouls flew up in air. 

Lo ! there yon time-worn fculpture {hew* 

The fad, the melancholy, truth ; 
What pangs the tortur'd parent knows, 

What (hares await defencelefs youth ! 

Here, not to fympathy unknown, 

Full oft the fad Mufe wandering near, 

Bends filent o'er the mofly (tone, 
And wets it with a willing tear. 



A HYMN, 

WHILE thee I feek, proteaing pow'r \ yM 

Be my vain wifhes ftill'd ; 
And may this confecrated hour 

With better hopes be fill'd. 

Thy love the powers oT &6^lVtSUs<f \\" 

To thee my tftou^tts >wo\AA fens % - 

1- 



Thy mercy o'er my life has flow*d ; 
That mercy I adore. 

In eacfretent of life, how clear 

Thy ruling hand I fee ; 
Each Ueffing to my foul more dear, 

Becaufe conferred by thee. 

In every joy that crowns my days, 

In every pain I bear, 
My heart (halt find delight in praife, 

Or feek relief in pray'r. 

When gladnftfs wings my favoor'd hotfi 
Thy love my thoughts fhall fill : 

Refign'd, when ftorms of forrow lowVj 
My foul fhall meet thy will. 

My lifted eye without a tear 

The low'ring ftorm fhall fee ; 

My ftedfaft heart fhall know no fear j 
That heart will reft on thee ! 
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*ARAFHRASB ON *>SALM lxxiv. VCr. i6, 1^ 

MY God ! all nature owns thy fway i 
Thou giv'ft the night, and thou the day ! 
When all thy lov'd creation wakes, 
When morning* rich in luftre* breaks, 
And bathes in dew the op'ning flow'r, 
To thee we owe her fragrant hour ; 
And when fhe pours her choral fong* 
Her melodies to thee belong ! 

Or when, in paler tints array'd* 
The evening flowly fpreads her fhade ; 
That Toothing fhade, that grateful gloom, 
Can, more than day's enlivening bloom, 
Still every fond, and vain defire, 
And calmer* purer, thoughts infpire ; 
Prom earth the penfive fpirit free, 
And lead the foften'd heart to thee. 

In every fcene thy hands have dreftj 
In every form by thee impreft, 
Upon the mountain's awful head, 
Or where the fheltYm^ v*oaifc *t^w&-> 
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In every note that fwells die galq,, ; it . '{ 
Or tuneful flream that cheers the vale, ': 
The caverns depth, or echoing grove, . 
A voice is heard of praife and love. 

As o'er thy work the feafons roll, 
And footh, with change of blifs, the foul, 
Oh never may their fmiling train 
Pafs o'er the human fcene in vain ! 
But oft as on the charm we gaze, 
Attune the wond'ring foul to praife ; 
And be the joys that moft we prize, 
The joys that from thy favour rife ! 



ON THE DEATH OF DR. LEVEtV 

CONDEMN!) to hope's delufive mine, 
As on we toil from day to day, 

By fudden blafts, or flow decline, 
Our fecial comforts drop away. 

Well tried through many a varying year, 

See Levet to the grave defcend ; 
Officious, innoc^ftlt^.fiqfter^.... 
Oft v Vy /riendigip $9$Q& the : f»sn&» .. 
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Yet ftill he fills affe&ion's eye, r 
Obfcurely wife, and coarfely kind ; 

Nor, lettered arrogance, deny 
Thy praife to merit unrefin'd*. 

When fainting nature calPd for aid, 
And hov'ring death prepared the blow, 

His vig'rous remedy difplay'd 
The power of art without the (how. 

In mis'ry's darkeft cavern's known, 
His ufeful care was ever nigh, 

Where hopelefs angutfh pour'd his groan t 
And lonely want retir'd to die* 

No fummons mock'd by chill delay, 
No petty gain difdain'd by pride, 

The modeft wants of ev'ry day 
The toil of cv'ry day fupplied. 



His virtues waUtM their narrow round, 
Nor made a paufe, nor left a void ; 

And fure th* Eternal Mafter found 
The fingle talent well employ\L 

The bufy day, the peaceful itt^cvt* 
Unfelt, uncounted^ g\v4ed\iYV 
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His frame was firm, his powers were bri 
Tho' now his eightieth year was nigh 

Then with no throbbing fiery pain, 
No cold gradations of decay, 

Death broke at once the vital chain, 
And fbrc'd his foul the neareft way. 



HYMN. 

HEAVENLY WISDOM. 



O ! happy is the man who hears 
Inftrudion's warning voice, 

And who ccleftial Wifdom makes 
His early, only choice. 

For (he has treafures greater for 

' Than Eaft or Weft unfold, 

And her reward is more fecure 

Than is the gain of gold. 

. In her right hand fhe bo\d& to Vw* 
A length of happy yeai^ 
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And in her left, ihe prize of Fame 
And Honour, bright appears* 

She guides the young with innocence 

In Pleafure's path to tread, 
A crown of glory {he bellows 

Upon the hoary head. 

According as her labours rife 

So her rewards increafe ; 
Her ways are ways of pleafantnefs> 

And all her paths are peace. 



ON RELIGION. 



O blefs'd Religion, heav'nly fair, 

Thy kind, thy healing powV, 
Can fweeten pain, alleviate care* 

And gild each gloomy hour. 

When difmal thoughts, and boding fears*'* 

The trembling heart invade, 
And all the face of Nature wears 

An univerfal fhadc, ■-'■ r .'" * 
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Thy (acred diftates can afiiiage 

The tempeft of my foul ; 
And ev'ry fear (hall lofe its rage, 

At thy divine controul. 

Through life's bewilder'd darkfome way. 

Thy hand unerring leads ; 
And o'er the path thy heav'nly ray 

A cheering luftre fheds. 

When feeble Reafon, tir'd and blind. 

Sinks helplefs and afraid, 
Thou belt fupporter of the mind, 

How pow'rfiil is thy aid ! 

O ! let my heart confefs thy pow'r, 

And find thy fweet relief, 
To brighten ev'ry gloomy hour, 

And foften e\ 9 ry grief. 



FINIS. 
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